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•* Then lift your hearts up, comrades, comrades. 

Lift your hearts up to the Lord ; 
Lo ! for each one of us his soldiers 

There's a crown of glory stored. 
Much shall it profit us, comrades, comrades, 

I( for life-long toil and loss. 
We hear him say, * Well done, my 

My brave Soldiers of the Cross. 
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SOLDIERS OF THE CROSS. 




CHAPTER I. 

AT ST. OROIX. 

'•^ CARE not what you say, Henri ; I will 
have it that it is very disagreeable, that it 
'is not at all fair, that we should be treated 
as babies, and that Aur^le should know 
everything." 

The speaker was a girl of fourteen years old, who 
paused at the bottom of the see-saw, keeping her 
brother in the air, that she might give utterance to 
the above sentiments. She was a very pretty girl ; 
and the scene around her was also very pretty. 

It was a rambling sort of place, half garden, half 
plantation ; fallen trees and long, rank grass mingled 
with brilliant flowers which flourished in wild luxuri- 
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ance. It was surrounded on all sides by a wood, 
principally of fir-trees ; but towards the west an open- 
ing among them showed a pretty chateau at a little 
distance, and beyond that, far away on the horizon, 
a line of purple hills, behind which the sun would 
soon go down. 

Marie de St. Croix was the only daughter belonging 
to the chateau ; a brilliant, dark-eyed little maiden 
with long, dark hair, a rosebud of a mouth, and roses 
on her cheeks. Three of her brothers were with her : 
Henri, her twin-brother ; Guillaume, little more than 
a year younger; and little Louis, a lovely child of 
five, who was almost as much petted as his sister 
Marie. He was sitting on the grass making a daisy 
chain; Guillaume was suspended in the air at the 
other end of the plank, patiently waiting till Marie 
should choose to release him ; Henri, who was taller 
and rather fairer than his sister, with bright brown 
hair, hazel eyes, and clearly-cut features, was stand- 
ing thoughtfully beside her, leaning against a pile of 
old moss-grown logs. After a little pause, he spoke 
in answer to Marie : — 

" Aurfele is older than we are, you know." 
" Bah ! it is not two short years. Were we not 
fourteen last week ! " exclaimed his sister, leaping off* 
the plank with a suddenness which sent Guillaume 
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flying on to the grass near to Louis, where he settled 
himself comfortably without any remark, or even a 
look at his sister. She, taking as little heed of the 
matter as he did, walked impatiently away among 
the shrubs, still speaking to Henri, who followed her 
as a matter of course. 

"Not two years," she repeated; "and to be six- 
teen is not to be so very old after all. Henri," 
and the great dark eyes that she turned on him 
suddenly flashed with tears, "you know it is not 
that I am jealous of Aurfele, not that I do not know 
how brave, and noble, and love- worthy he is; but 
oh, Henri, I want to be brave and noble too ! I know 
why it is, since that dreadfully sad Sunday when we 
had no service in the church, and all the people were 
crying, that they have all those secrets, that mamma 
and papa and Aurfele go every week and spend 
nearly the whole night away. I guess what they 
are doing. • Do not you ? " 

" Perhaps," said Henri, soberly. 

"Confess it then, do you not want to go also, 
instead of being hushed out of the way and sent to 
bed with the babies? Are you not also ready to 
die for your religion ? " and the little maiden's face 
glowed and her tone grew almost fierce 

" I wish to go — yes," answered her brother, in the 
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same quiet tone. " But I sometimes think — Listen, 
Marie," he added, suddenly lifting up his head, so 
that the western light shone upon it and showed a 
look in the deep brown eyes which was not often 
there. " We have talked of such things all our lives 
we have been always waiting for the danger; and 
how has it been ? We have lived here happy and 
safe all our lives; we have never had even to be 
secret till now. Marie, I remember this, and it makes 
me think — ^what if we could not do it ? How can 
we tell what we would do and dare ? I cannot take 
in the idea of anything different from all our lives. 
Can you ? " 

But Marie had not been attending to the latter 
part of his speech, or it is doubtful whether even her 
devoted love for her twin-brother would have saved 
Henri from a burst of indignation and contempt. 
She was straining her eyes to make out two figures 
who could be seen, through the opening in the woods, 
dra^ving near to the castle. Almost before Henri 
had finished speaking she exclaimed, — 

" It is the father, and Aurfele with him. Let us 
come on to see him, Henri ; it is so long since he has 
been to the castle in the day." And both children 
broke into a run. 

Meanwhile Aurfele de St. Croix and his companion 
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had already reached the castle, and were, passing 
down a rarely-used passage which led from a small 
side door to the salon. The father, as Marie had 
called him, was now in truth a Huguenot mmister ; 
but, unlike most of his class, he had retained a dress 
which differed but little from that of a Romish 
priest, and still loved to be called by a title which 
Huguenot pastors did not generally claim. He had 
many reasons for so doing; and as he lived in too 
retired a paxt of the country to hold much communi- 
cation with his Reformed brethren, he had escaped 
all strictures on his conduct. He was now getting 
old, and his hair was already white ; yet at sixty- 
three his figure was as upright and his eye as full 
of life as were those of Aurfele de St. Croix, the fair, 
handsome boy who now entered before him into the 
salon, saying, — 

" Here is Father Gabriel, dear mother." 
Madame de St. Croix, a slight, graceful woman, 
with a strong likeness to her daughter Marie, broke 
off in the midst of a sentence to her husband, and 
hurried forward as Aurfele spoke. 

" Father Gabriel ! we are in such trouble. One 
does not know what to think — ^how to decide. For 
myself, I am ready to stay here, to brave everything, 
but he thinks differently. — ^Tell him, my Louis." 
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" We were agreed before ; is it not so, Gabriel ? " 
said Monsieur de St. Oroix, holding out his hand 
with a grave, sad smile to the cure. " Little wife, do 
not grieve so ; it must have come to this sooner or 
later." 

" Have you had fresh news then ? " asked the cure, 
drawing his chair to the table with the air of one 
who was perfectly at home. 

Madame de St. Croix had sunk into a low seat, 
and leaned against Aurele, who supported her with 
a sweet, boyish dignity. Monsieur de St. Croix 
stood drawn up to his full height, regarding them 
with a look that would have seemed stem to those 
who did not know him. It was he who spoke in 
answer to Father Gabriel : — 

" Yes ; there is no doubt that these dragonnades are 
to commence in our neighbourhood without loss of 
time. And there is but one course left — ^a speedy 
flight." 

" Should you attempt to leave the country ? " asked 
Father Gabriel, thoughtfully. 

Both he and his cousin De St. Croix had been too 
well prepared by a long train of circumstances for 
this determination to waste words in regretting it. 

" Not if I can help it," answered Monsieur de St. 
Croix, knitting his dark brows. " It may be only a 
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temporary flight after all ; remember that, little wife. 
I propose to make first for St. Louis-de-Linard, and 
remain there for a while, till it is certain whether or 
not his Majesty will proceed in his godly work to 
the end If it be a thunderstorm — though I fear it 
has abready gone on too long for that — ^why, you 
may see us again, Cousin Gabriel, before the year is 
over. If not," and the brave voice took a deeper 
tone, " God only knows ; but I trust he will enable 
us to escape to England." 

"Ah!" exclaimed his wife, with an involuntary 
cry ; " Father Gabriel, is it quite impossible that we 
remain here till we know whether or not we must go 
to England ? To leave our home, our poor people. — 
Louis, you are not afraid that we should yield ; why, 
then, should we not wait here ? " 

" Because," said her husband, very quietly, " sooner 
than you should be exposed to such atrocities as 
have taken place at Nismes, at Angoul^me, nay, at 
P^rigueux, scarce a league from here, and that not 
two days ago, I would run my own sword into your 
heart." 

Madame de St. Croix cowered in her chair with 
an irrepressible gasp of terror. 

Aurfele, who had not yet spoken, bent down 
over her to whisper, " Courage, sweet mother ; Gk)d 
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is in the storm — he will surely see us safe through 
it." 

"When do you propose to start?" asked Father 
Gabriel. 

" As soon as it grows dark," said Monsieur de St 
Croix. " Most of my preparations are already made , 
— ^but there are the children, little wife." 

" Yes, Louis ; I will go and see that all is right. — 
Aurfele, will you call them in? They should rest 
first." 

•* Yes, mother." And Aurfele opened the door for 
his mother to pass out, but lingered for a moment 
himself to listen to what his father and uncle were 
saying. 

Gabriel de St. Croix had risen, and the two were 
standing side by side upon the fireless hearth. Mon- 
sieur de St. Croix was in reality only ten years 
younger than his cousin, but few who looked at 
them together would have guessed that they had 
been friends and companions almost all their lives. 
Louis had the same tall, soldierly figure and keen, 
dark eyes ; but his black hair had only lately become 
streaked with gray, and there was an air of vigorous 
determination about him which was altogether dif- 
ferent from the grave, resolute bearing of the pastor. 

But that there was a rare, deep love and sympathy 

(618) 
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between these two men no one could doubt who had 
seen the gesture with which Louis de St. Croix put 
his hand upon Gabriel's shoulder as Madame de Si 
Croix left the room. 

" You will not come with us then, Gabriel, mon 
ami ? Your mind is quite made up ? " 

" Quite," answered Gabriel, quietly. " It is as 
dearly my duty to stay as it is yours to go. My 
people and I have lived, and we will die together — 
if it come to that. God grant that we may not be 
found wantmg ! " 

'* It is good-bye, then," said Louis, as the cousins 
clasped hands. " I feel like a coward," he added 
with a passionate emotion which Aurele had never 
seen his father show before ; " and yet I know that 
it is right. Gabriel, my friend, my friend ! " 

" It is au revoir also," answered Gabriel, with the 
grave, sweet dignity in which, boy as he was, Aurfele 
already resembled him. " God bless you, dear Louis, 
and keep you under the shadow of the eternal 
wings. 

There was an instant's silence in the room, and 
then the two Frenchmen drew closer together for a 
moment, and kissed each other for the last time. 

AurMe, feeling that he could remain no longer an 
unobserved spectator, slipped quietly away, and went 

(W8) 2 
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to find his sister and brothers. Henri and Marie 
came running up the terrace as Aurfele came out 
upon it. 

" Aurfele," cried Marie, " is Father Gabriel come ? 
We saw him with you just now." 

"Yes; he is in the salon with papa," answered 
Aurfele, taking his sister's hand. " But you must not 
go in there just now; they are busy, and mamma 
wants you." 

" Aurfele, is it more mysteries ?" asked the girl 
wistfully. " Tell us, dear Aurfele. What does it all 
mean ? We are not children, Henri and I ; and we 
will be so brave !" 

" That is right, dear," said Aurfele, who felt that 
they must be told something, at any rate. " Then 
you will not cry and make a fuss if I tell you what 
we are going to do. We are going to leave home for 
a while, because my father does not think it safe 
here just now ; and we are going to the chateau at 
St. Louis-de-Linard." 

" But, Aurfele — going away?" asked the bewildered 
child. " When are we to go? and why is it not safe? 
Nobody has hurt us yet because we are Protestants." 

" No ; because it was not against the law till last 
year. I can't stop to make you understand just now, 
Marie, because mamma is waiting for you ; we are 
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going to siaxt to-night. Go in to her ; she asked me 
to fetch you alL I suppose Louis and Guillaume are 
in the wood ?" 

" Yes. But, Aurfele — ^to-night ? Oh, poor mamma 1 " 
added Marie, with a quivering voice. 

Henri had not spoken a word. And now he only 
took Marie's arm and led her into the house ; while 
Aurfele turned towards the plantation from which 
they had just come. 

He went straight to their usual playground ; and 
as he came out upon the half -cleared space, a last 
ray of simlight straggling through the opening 
showed him a pretty picture against the dark back- 
ground of firs. It shone full upon the long golden 
curls dnd white dress of little Louis, who still sat, 
with hia hat off and his lap f uU of daisies, dose by 
a pile of logs, which were half covered with the 
trailing leaves and delicate white blossoms of the 
bindweed A tangle of cabbage-roses were dropping 
brilliant petals on the long grass in which lay 
Guillaume, dreamily relating a story in a low, 
monotonous tone, almost like a chant. 

Louis saw his brother directly, and ran to meet 
him. " Aurfele, come to play with us. Aurfele, come 
and see my daisies ! " 

" What a pretty chain!" said Aurele, smiling brightly 
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at the little fellow in spite of his sad thoughts. 
" But I cannot come and play with you now ; I have 
come to take you home." 

" Aurfele, it can't be bed-time yet Let us stay 
out just a little longer." 

" Well, you will not go to bed just yet, at any rate. 
But you must come to mamma ; she wants both you 
and Guillaimie. — Come, Guillaume." 

" Trouble me not, I am asleep," answered Guillaimie, 
who had not moved. But as he glanced up dreamily, 
something in Aurfele's face made him give up his idea 
of plaguing his brother, and he rose to follow him 
indoors. Here they foimd Madame de St Croix 
wandering restlessly about the chateau. One or two 
boxes were being carried down, and the children's 
walking things were laid out in the day nursery, 
where they expected to find their supper of bread and 
milk. Henri was with her, but Marie was nowhere 
to be seen. 

" Everything is ready," said Monsieur de St. Croix, 
advancing from the saJon. as they came downstairs 
again. " Come, little wife, bring the children, and let 
us eat something before we go." 

" Marie 1 where is Marie ? " asked madame, as they 
entered the room. "The poor child has hidden 
herself. I must look for her." 
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''•I will go, mamma/' said Aurfele, running off before 
she could answer. He went up to the deserted 
nurseries and called her, but in vain. She slept in a 
room by herself, near her mother's ; but she was not 
there. Going to the window, however, he spied a 
little figure standing by the balustrade at the end 
of the terrace; and running downstairs again, let 
himself out by the side door. 

Marie did not hear him approach. She was 
looking dreamily out over the fast darkening land- 
scape, with her eyes fixed on a line of gold which lay 
along the horizon behind the distant hills — eyes that, 
as Aur^le could see even in the dim light, were full 
of tears. 

*' Marie ! " he said gently, as he put his hand on her 
shoulder. 

Marie turned and clung to him, as all his brothers 
and sisters turned to Aurfele, whether joy or sorrow 
moved them. " Aurele 1 " she sobbed, hiding her 
face on his shoulder, " I will be brave, I won't com- 
plain ; but just now I felt as if I must have one little 
cry, so I ran out here. It is so strange, so horrible. 
To go away to-night, without Father Gabriel or any 
one, and leave everybody without saying good-bye, 
and the dogs and everything — our own home that we 
have lived in ever since I can remember. Oh, it seems 
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as if it would be easier to bear everything here than 
to go away !" 

" Marie, my sister, listen ; you do not know how 
much worse it would be to stay. Could you bear to 
see rude, rough men knocking everything about, 
stealing everything they Uked, and perhaps making 
us all prisoners?" 

Marie checked her sobs, and listened with wide- 
open eyes of horror. " But, Aurfele, how could they 
dare ? Is not my father De St. Croix of St. Croix? 
and this his own chateau and his own land? And 
what evil has he done ? Is he not the best man in the 
world ? " 

"You know that it is counted wrong to be a 
Protestant," he said. 

"I know you always say so," returned the be- 
wildered girl. "But we have been Protestants all 
our lives, and nearly every one in the village is a 
Protestant, and it never made any difference till that 
dreadful Sunday evening when the strange men came 
down and shut us out of the church ; and papa said 
in the evening, when you were talking, that if the 
worst came we would die for our religion: and Henri 
and I have always said we would. But it never 
made any difference, except that we had no more 
services, and you and papa have gone away sometimes 
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when we went to bed, somewhere with Father 
Gabriel. Aurfele! what does it all mean? what 
have you been doing ? " 

"I will tell you what it means, Marie," said 
Aur^le, as he sat down on the balustrade and put his 
arm round Marie. " You know, though people did not 
like Protestants in this country, they used to let us 
alone ; and so we have lived just like other people as 
long as you and I can remember. In fact, my father 
says that the Protestants have been let alone ever 
since the days of Henry the Fourth, who made a law, 
called the Edict of Nantes, which said that we 
should be allowed to worship God as we thought 
right. But last year King Louis thought he was 
going to die, and he is a Roman Catholic, and they 
think they ought to stop people from being Pro- 
testants; and so he made up his mind to try and 
make all us Protestants into Roman Catholics again. 
So he made another law, which said that all our 
churches were to be shut up, and everybody was to 
be punished if they did not turn Romanist, and pray 
to the saints and all the rest that Father Gabriel told 
you the Romanists do. So when we did not shut up 
our church, because, as Father Gabriel says, we must 
obey God rather than man, they sent those strange 
men down to drive us out ; and then they threatened 
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that if we did not stop meeting for our own 
worship, and go to the mass like the people at 
Dillon, and old Pierre Santon, and the Blancs, and 
those people here, they would send soldiers to punish 
us. But we could not do that, you know, because it 
would not have been right. So every Sunday night, 
when it gets dark, papa and Father Gabriel and I, 
and nearly all the village, have been down into the 
woods and had our service, so that they should not 
know it. But they have found out somehow ; and a 
letter came to our father to-day from a gentleman 
who lives farther on the Bordeaux road, to say that 
the soldiers were coming, and we must get away as 
fast as we could. So we are going to the house 
where mamma was bom, in the Cevennes." 

" What ! and leave the house and the poor people 
and Father Gabriel to the soldiers ? Aurele! what 
will they do ? " 

"It is hard," said the boy, and his brave young 
voice quivered for the first time. " But it must be 
right; papa and Father Gabriel said so, and they know 
best. Little sister, do you know what papa said to 
me this afternoon ? * This our first real trial, let us ' 
see to it that we, who have boasted, shall not be 
found wanting.' " 

" Aurele," said the girl, standing up by herself, and 
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clasping her hands with almost childish solemnity, 
"I will be brave. I will not be found wanting. 
Pray for me, brother." 

Aur&le bent down and kissed her forehead. " Yes, 
darling," he whispered ; " and do you also pray for me, 
for all of us. And now," he added more cheerily, 
jumping down from his perch, "let us make haste 
in, Marie ; mamma will be wondering what we are 
doing." 

In fact they met Fa^ier Gabriel just coming 
out to look for them. Madame de St. Croix was 
afraid that they would have no time to eat before 
starting. Not that either of the two children had 
much appetite; but Marie, following her brother's 
example, tried hard to eat, though she felt as if each 
mouthful would choke her. The strange meal came 
to an end at last ; and Madame de St. Croix, who by 
this time had lost all composure, and was weeping 
bitterly, hurried them into their outdoor garments, 
and brought them down to the great door, where the 
travelling carriage was waiting in the yet moonless 
night. It held Madame de St. Croix and the four 
younger children; the maid went on the box; and 
horses were waiting for Aurfele, his father, and the 
only other servant who accompanied them, a man 
some years older than Monsieur de St. Croix, who 
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had lived from his birth, so to speak, in the service 
of the family. 

That was a strange, sad night for the poor children, 
the first of many such. One after another they all 
fell asleep; even Marie dozed a little, though she 
woke very often, and always to the same surround- 
ings, — ^the dark carriage interior, where the now 
risen moon shed a fitful light on Louis's fair hair and 
Henri's sleeping profile, the dim mysterious land- 
scape outside, and the measured trot of the five 
horses on the lonely road, — so that she felt as if 
she must have been travelling just so for years. 

At last the moon faded again; a pale gray light 
stole over the country; and Marie, waking from a 
longer sleep than usual, saw Aurfele bending from his 
horse to look for her, and point out the rising sun 
as he came up from the woody horizon and shone 
upon the silvery mists. By-and-by they passed two 
or three cottages scattered by the wayside ; and at 
last through a tiny, straggling village, where one cr 
two inhabitants, just starting for their early toil, 
stared curiously after the carriage. 

At last they came to a small inn at the farther end 
of the village, and here they stopped for a little 
while to give the horses water. Poor things ! they 
needed rest, for it was now nearly seven hours since 
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they had left the chateau. They could not, however, 
stay more than a few minutes, as Monsieur de St. 
Croix was anxious to accomplish a long journey 
before noon. A large village, the inhabitants of 
which were almost entirely Protestants, lay on their 
route, distant about thirty miles from St. Croix, the 
cur^ of which was well known to Monsieur de St. 
Croix. Here, having come the last six miles at a 
slow trot, they arrived about twelve o'clock; and 
here they intended to remain the rest of the day, 
to start early the following morning. 

Indeed, it seemed to Marie that she had only just 
closed her eyes, when, at five o'clock the next morn- 
ing, she was roused by Henri calling out, "Marie, 
come, get up ; Aurfele and I are already dressed, and 
mamma has been asking for you." 

Marie had shared the same room with her mother 
and Louis, owing to the curb's not having mmj spare 
apartments. She had not heard her mother rise and 
dress. However, she was not very long, considering 
that she had never been accustomed to wait upon 
herself, and that Agathe, the maid, was too busy 
dressing Louis to attend to her. The horses were 
abeady being put in when she came down. Her father 
had gone out, and the rest were still in the breakfast- 
room. 
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Two whole days they drove in this way with all 
possible swiftness. On the fourth day, as they again 
took their places in the carriage, they were told that 
they should reach St. Louis-de-Linard in the evening. 

The morning was lovely, and the drive began very 
happily; but the August sun soon grew very hot, 
and the dust sometimes was stifling. Long before 
the day was over the children grew very tired, and 
they were all leaning back silent and sleepy, as the 
carriage crawled wearily up a hill towards evening, 
when Aurfele rode up to the window with his cap off 
and called to them to look out. St. Louis-de-Linard 
lay in the valley almost at their feet, and half a mile 
of very steep road would bring them to it. 

It was a pretty scene. A noisy, sparkling stream 
ran through the little village, and flung itself over 
the great wooden wheel of the mill, which stood 
lower down. It ran dose by the walls of the 
chateau, which was much older and more like a 
castle than the one they had left. A pretty wooden 
bridge led to the courtyard gate ; and the setting sun 
made everything look bright. 

"It is surely another home, sweet mother," said 
Aurfele, as he dismounted from his horse to lead it 
down the hill. Then perceiving that she was strug- 
gling to repress her tears, he called away the chil- 
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dren's attention, and left the task of consoling her to 
his father. 

The manservant had been sent on beforehand to 
give notice of their approach, so that a few hurried 
preparations had already been made by the middle- 
aged couple who for years had been the only occu- 
pants of the chateau; but it still looked bare and 
desolate to eyes accustomed to the ease and comfort 
of St. Croix, 

Supper was hastily prepared; the tired horses 
were littered dovm in the disused stables ; and the 
family gathered in the salon with more cheerful 
faces than they had worn for some days. Indeed, 
the yoimger children were delighted, and coaxed 
Aur^le to accompany them on a tour of inspection 
round the premises. They missed him, however, on 
returning to the house, and would have run out again 
in search of him, had not Madame de St. Croix, who 
waa sitting by the window with her husband, looking 
now as if nothing had happened to trouble her, sug- 
gested that they ought to go to bed. 

" How strange it seems to have only one maid, and 
go to bed by ourselves I " said Marie, as Agathe went 
off with Louis, and Henri lingered in her room before 
going to his own. " And whxit a light ! " she continued, 
looking with great disfavour at the feebly- burning 
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lamp which had been placed in her room. "One 
cannot even see what the chamber is like." 

" There's the bed all right, at any rate," said Henri; 
" and there's a jolly moon coming up over the hill. 
Look, Marie,how beautifullyit shines upon the water !" 

The two children stood looking out upon the lovely 
scene for a few momenta, and then Henri wished his 
sister good-night, and betook himself to his room. 
But he had scarcely been gone ten minutes, and 
Marie had only completed the leisurely brushing out 
of her long thick hair, when there was a gentle knock 
at her door, and running to open it, she found Henri 
outside, still fully dressed. 

" Marie," he said, " I cariTiot go quietly to bed just 
yet! it is all so strange and beautiful. Come out 
again with me, just for a few minutes, and let us see 
the valley by moonlight." 

" Do you think we might ? " began Marie, eager, 
but hesitating. 

" What harm can come to us here ? Is not Aurfele 
out by himself still ? Mamma sent us to bed because 
she thought we were tired ; but it is not so." 

" No, indeed ; I do not feel that I could sleep." 

" Come, then." 

And the two children stole quietly downstairs 
again, slipped through a side door which had not 
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been fastened, and found themselves on the flat 
hregular terrace of gra^d which ran round three sides 
of the chateau, between the wall and the stream. 
The full moon shone with a flood of light into the 
little valley, on the now motionless mill-wheel, and 
the little stream, whose murmur alone broke the 
stiUness of the night; while the dark outlines of the 
surrounding hills stood out sharply against a cloud- 
less sky. 

" Hush ! there is a footstep," whispered Henri sud- 
denly, as he drew Marie back into the shadow caused 
by the angle of the wall. 

" It is only Aurfele," murmured Marie, as the next 
moment theb brother caane in sight. " O Henri, how 
beautiful he looks !" 

Aurfele was walking bareheaded, with the moon- 
light on his fair bright hair and sweet, brave face. 
He seemed full of thought, and did not notice the 
children standing in the shadow till he came close 
to them, when he stopped abruptly and seemed to 
listen. 

" It is only us, Aurfele," said Henri, coming out into 
the light again. 

Aurfele made a gesture of surprise. " You, Henri, 
and Marie! I thought you went in some time 
ago. 
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" So we did, but we came out again," replied Marie. 
" Is it not lovely here ? " 

" Yes," said Aurfele absently. " Listen," he added ; 
"do either of you hear anything— any other sound 
than the rushing of the water ? " 

The three strained then- ears in silence for a mo- 
ment; and then Henri said, " No, there is nothing else." 

' But I am almost sure of it," said Aur^le anxiously, 
still listening. 

" Look !" whispered Marie fearfully, laying a sudden 
hand on Henri's arm. 

Li the clear full moonlight a figure was distinctly 
seen to emerge out of the darkness round the comer 
of the steep road down which they had so lately 
come-the figure of a man on horseback, foUowed by 
another, and another, and another. About twenty of 
them appeared altogether, riding two abreast down 
into the valley. The moonlight glistened upon shin- 
ing steel here and there, and the tramp of horses' 
feet was now distinctly audible above the ripple of 
the water. 

Aiurfele scarcely waited for the appearance of the 
whole body before he turned to run ; and the three 
made the best of their way into the castle-yard again. 
At the inner entrance he paused, and spoke in a 
quick, breathless tone : — 
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** Henri, go round to the servants' hall, and tell 
Pierre and Michelet to go round at once and secure 
all the gates. Stay yourself at the kitchen door 
till I join you. — ^Marie, run to the children; help 
Agathe to dress them, and bring them dovm to Henri 
at the same door to wait for me. I shall not be 
long." 

He ran towards the salon as he finished speaking ; 
while Henri and Marie, with the ready confidence in 
their elder brother which had so often stood them in 
good stead, hurried off to the different tasks he had 
given them. 

Aurfele hastily entered the room where his father 
and mother were still sitting. 

"Father," he said at once, "have you anything 
that wants hiding carefully? I do not know that 
there is any danger, but there axe soldiers coming 
dovm the hill-road." 

Madame de St Croix gave a faint cry, and rose 
pale and trembling from her seat. 

" I must go to the children," she said. 

" Mamma, indeed the children will be safely 
hidden," said Aurfele earnestly, " but not if you are 
with them ; and it is best you should not know 
where. Please trust me, mamma." 

She would not have heeded him ; but her husband, 

(618) 3 
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who was already leaving the room, turned back to 
say : " Wait but a moment here, dear Marie ; I will 
return, or call you to them, whichever seems best. — 
Come, Aurfele." 

Father and son left the room together ; and the 
poor mother sank down in an agony of prayer by 
L still open window, where the^oo^t cLe I 
so brightly, so peacefully. 

Monsieur de St. Croix hurried on without speak- 
ing, till they reached his bed-room, where, unlocking 
one of the travelling bags, he took out a small iron 
box and a French New Testament, which he put into 
his son's hands. 

" Put them where you will, Aurele," he said ; " I 
leave them in your charge. Go to your mother 
when you can ; I must see after the men first." 

One grasp of the hand, one earnest kiss and bless- 
ing, and the father and son parted. 

Aurele rushed upstairs, where he found the boys 
almost dressed; Marie pale and silent, Louis crying, 
and Agathe chattering volubly. As soon as they 
were ready, he sent Agathe tp her mistress ; and tak- 
ing Louis by the hand, he ran down the other stair- 
case, followed by Marie and Guillaume. 

Henri, true to his orders, was waiting alone at the 
kitchen door; though he quivered with impatience 
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as the trampling hoofs echoed on the wooden bridge, 
and a loud voice cried, " Open, in the King's name!" 

" This way ! quick !" cried Aurfele, dragging his 
brothers and sister down a short passage into a sort 
of inner court, which looked as if no one had been 
there for centuries. There were lesser buildings and 
offices within it ; an ofd oven, among others — large 
enough to contain human beings, as well as loaves — 
which had fallen into disuse for many years. It had 
probably been intended, as a secondary purpose, for 
a hiding-place ; for it was so much like the wall of 
the outhouse itself that it would have escaped gene- 
ral outside observation, while there was a secure 
fastening on the inside, and a narrow gratmg high 
up to admit a scanty supply of air and light. 

Aurfele, who had discovered this hiding-place in 
the course of his thorough examination of the chateau 
on their first arrival, opened the door, and handed 
Louis in before the children knew what he was 
doing. Louis naturally shrank from the dark hole, 
as it seemed to him, and cried to be taken out. 
Aur^le took the child into his arms again, and spoke 
earnestly : — 

"Louis, my darling, listen! and all of you also. 
There are soldiers coming, and we must all hide till 
they are gone. This place will just hold you four ; 
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and the only thing you can do for papa and mamma 
is to stay here bravely and quietly till they are gone 
again. Will you do this, dears ?" 

Guillaume showed his readiness by climbing, with- 
out a word, into the great black oven ; and Marie 
held out her hands to her little brother. 

"We will be brave and quiet, Aurfele. — Come, 
Louis ! you wiU stay with sister Marie ? " 

" Get into the oven, darling Marie," said Aurfele 
tenderly, " and then I will give him to you." 

Marie climbed up with Henri's help, and Louis 
suffered himself to be lifted into her lap. One earnest 
kiss passed between Aurfele and his sister, and then 
he turned to Henri. 

" Henri," he said quickly, putting the box and the 
Testament into his hands, " keep these safe, and do 
not part with them while you live. Whatever noise 
you hear, be still and quiet, and keep the bolt shut ; 
see ! it goes this way. But if, when the sunlight 
comes through the grating on the second morning, 
we do not come, and everything seems quiet, come 
out carefully. If you do not find us at once, there is 
money in the box — do the best you can. And take 
care of the others till we meet again ; I leave them 
in your charge. Good-bye, Henri." 

The heavy iron door closed up the poor children 
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in their narrow dork prison ; and scarcely waiting to 
hear the bolt slid back into its place, Aur^le was gone. 

He had heard the great gate of the court fall with 
a crash beneath the repeated blows of the soldiers ; 
he heard their horses' feet clatter on the stones ; and 
fear for hi^ parents gave wings to his feet as he sped 
along the back passages to gain the salon. 

Madame de St. Croix had risen from her knees, 
and was standing with damped hands in aa agony of 
apprehensionTthe middle of the room. As the 
door burst open, she sprang forward with a cry, and, 
perceiving that it was her son, eagerly exclaimed : — 

" Aurfele ! your father — the children — tell me 
where they are !" . 

" The children are safely hidden, mamma," replied 
the panting boy; "no one can hurt them. And 
papa will be here directly; I heard his voice as I 
came along." 

" Lis/ken ! they are coming !" 'whispered his mother, 
with white face and dilated eyes, as the sound of 
many feet and voices echoed along the unused pas- 
sages. " Merciful God, save my husband !" 

" Hide, mamma ! for papa's sake, hide ! Don't 
you remember what he said ? " exclaimed Aurfele, 
pushing his mother back. " That cupboard there ! 
it will do imtil he comes." And exerting all his 
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strength, this strange boy almost forced his mother 
intoTught doserat iZ farther end of the room. 
and turned the button upon her. 

He had but just time to run again into the middle 
of the room when the door opened, and in a moment 
the still, moonlit room seemed to be filled with 
armed men. They paused for a moment as the 
slight, boyish figure, with the moonlight on his fair 
hair and beautiful face, confronted them alone, and 
the brave young voice made itself heard in the 
momentary silence. 

" What is it that you desire, messieurs ? My 
father will be here in a moment, to know the reason 
of so strange a visit.'* 

"Your father!" laughed a coarse, brutal tone, as 
one who seemed in authority among them advanced 
before the rest ; " he has found out our coming and 
the reason already, to his cost." 

A sudden pang shot through Aurele's heart. His 
father, then, was perhaps alrea^iy a prisoner. 

" Where is my father ?" he cried. 

" Where his son will be in a few minutes, unless 
he has been brought up to know better than to be a 
traitor," answered the same mocking tone. 

" My father is no traitor ! " burst forth Aurfele in- 
dignantly. " He lies who calls him so." 
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A storm of curses and threats followed this excla- 
mation, as the soldiers crowded round the boy. It 
was some time before Aurfele could distinguish any- 
thing that was said to him ; but at length the same 
voice broke out : — 

" Why do we stop here and waste words on this 
spawn of a heretic ? Ejiock him on the head, and 
let us to the plunder. He is too true a chip of the 
old block to go free." 

" Give him a chance, captain," interposed one who 
did not look quite so ferocious as the rest. " Pity 
France should lose him ; he is a fine little fellow." 

" Thou wert ever a weak monster," answered the 
first voice; "but thou hast my soft side. — Answer 
me, boy," he added, cocking his pistol full in the face 
of Aurfele, who stood not two yards from him : 
" leave these* fooleries, come along and lead a brave 
life with good Catholics ; or take your discharge, 
and see what the next world will do for you." 

" He does not understand," put in the second 
speaker, before Aurfele could answer. " Come, my 
boy, leave oflf these heresies, and swear by the mass 
that you repent of them." 

"Never — so help me God!" replied Aurfele; and 
his face was as the face of an angel. 

As the words left his lips, the report of a pistol 
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rang tbrougli the room, and without a cry the brave 
ladfeE 

There was a second's intense hush, and the moon- 
light shone alike upon the rough yet horror-stricken 
soldiers and the pale, upturned, beautiful face. 

Then another sound rang out into the night, a long 
loud shriek ; a closet door burst open with one vio- 
lent effort, and the poor mother flung herself upon 
the body of her child. She saw nothing else. She 
raised the drooping head, and strove to stanch the 
quickly-flowing blood. It was in vain, all in vain. 
But she did not cease till the captain of the band, 
striving to recover his efirontery, advanced and said, 
" Come, madame, it is of no use. Ladies should not 
hide in closets if they wish their presence to be re- 
spected. Leave this gloomy room, and I will see that 
you are cared for." 

He even advanced, and would have raised her. But 
she started to her feet with a gesture which would 
have made a bolder man pause for a moment, and 
stood there confronting them with speechless passion 
— a desperate mother standing over the dead body of 
her child. 

"What have you done with my husband?'' she 
demanded, or rather hissed through her clenche4 
teeth. 
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There waa no answer. 

"I ask you, where is my husband?" she repeated 
in those strange husky tones. 

" Never fret for him, madame/' exclaimed the man 
at length ; " we will find you twenty better." 

" Shame, shame I" burst from two or three of the 
men. But Madame de St. Croix neither moved nor 
spoke. She looked from one to another in silence, 
and then, with a sudden spring over Aui-fele's body, 
she clutched the throat of the man who had spoken, 
and with one vigorous unexpected blow sent him 
reeling to the floor. 

By that frenzied act she sealed her own doom. 
Before any of the men could interpose, before even 
he had risen to his feet, the ruffian hurled his pistol 
at her head, and she fell senseless and bleeding by her 
son's side. 




CHAPTER IL 

TWO NIGHTS IN AN OVEN. 

EAN WHILE the four children crouched, 
shivering and trembling, in the great oven, 
where there was but just room for their 
four selves. Guillaume lay down along the 
side in his favourite position, with his arm 
under his head ; Marie ^at with Louis in 
her arms, away from the door ; and Henri spent his 
time in fruitless attempts to see something out of 
the narrow grating just under the oven roof, till 
Marie begged him to sit still, as she wanted to 
listen. 

They heard the soldiers ride into the yard, and 
wait, as it seemed, for ^ few moments' parley, before 
the sound of trampling feet passed into the castle. 
And then, in the pause of silence which followed, 
Henri distinctly heard a sound full of dread and 
horror — the sharp report of a pistol. Involuntarily 
he looked at Marie. At the same moment a ray of 
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moonlight straggling through the grating fell upon 
her face, and showed it to him, pale as death, with 
dark eyes full of terror. 

Neither of them spoke. Marie only pressed Louis 
closer to her breast. Poor child, he was already 
falling asleep again; and they strained their ears 
for further soimds. Henri, with his hot forehead 
pressed against the cold iron door, was doing fierce 
battle with himself. God only knows how that boy, 
with his passionate love of his father, mother, and 
brother, his earnest longing to do something to prove 
his faith, and his natural love of danger and daring, 
longed to rush out and jom the others— to have some 
other share in that night's work than to be hidden 
away with the children. But Aurfele's last words 
rang in his ears, " I leave them in your charge ;" and 
also a sentence that his father had once bid him 
remember: " My son, to obey is better than to sacri- 
fice." So he stayed at his post, and by-and-by turned 
round again to see if he could still see Marie's face. 

The moonlight only touched her hair now ; all the 
rest of the oven was in shadow. But he did not think 
she was asleep. " Marie," he said in a whisper. 

''Yes," answered Marie at once. 

•** Is Louis asleep ?" 

" Yes ; and I think Guillaume also. Henri ! do 
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you hear them trampling about ? I think they must 
be searching the castle." 

" Yes ; they are coming out this way. Keep quiet, 
Marie ; they will search these buildings. Pray God 
that Louis may not wake." 

They held their breath as the stumbling feet came 
round from the back door, and a party of soldiers 
passed close to the outhouse in which the oven was 
buili Henri could even hear what they said. 

" Come, Jacques, what use to poke about here like 
a couple of bats, when there is so much to be got in 
the house? There is no one else about; and for my 
part, I do not wish to look too closely. Such work is 
not to my taste." 

" Look here !" interrupted another voice, as the feet 
paused ; " here is something of a hiding-place. Hold 
the light in, and let us see." 

Something that was not moonlight flashed for a 
moment through the narrow grating, and Henri in- 
stinctively shrank away from the door. 

"There is a door at the end," said the second 
speaker ; and the feet came nearer. 

" Bah 1" answered the first, " it is but an old oven ;" 
and he gave a wrench at the door, which, secured by 
the inner fastening, did not open. " There, you see," 
he added, " it is stuck with age." 
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But at the same moment such a blow was struck 
upon the door that the two boys woke with a start, 
and Marie's hand closed over Louis's mouth only just 
in time. There was a moment of awful suspense, 
and then the first voice said, — 

" There, it is just as I said, thou too curious fellow. 
Nothing but dust and cobwebs in there; and good 
drink to be had for nothing in the house. Let us go 
back and report the work done. For my part, I 
never heard but that Monsieur de St. Croix had but 
one boy ; at any rate, there are no younger children 
here." 

What the other man answered they did not hear, 
as the voices and steps receded, and the court grew 
silent again. The children remained panic-stricken 
and speechless for some time ; but no one came. At 
length Guillaume heaved a sigh of relief, and settled 
himself to sleep again without a word. Louis asked 
Marie in a whisper if they were to stay there all night. 

"I do not know, darling," said Marie, caressing 
him ; " papa will send Aurfele to fetch us as soon as 
he can, and we must wait patiently. Don't you think 
you had better go to sleep again ?" 

" Don't I hurt you, Marie ?" asked the little fellow. 

" No, darling, not at all," answered the girl bravely. 
She would not confess even to herself that her arms 
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were beginning to ache a little already with their 
unusual burden. 

''Good-night then/' said Louis, reaching up his 
little face to kiss his sister, and almost immediately 
falling asleep in her arms. 

There was again a long silence, broken by distant 
sounds and cries which every now and then made 
themselves heard, but seemed too far away to come 
from the castle. Marie thought that the soldiers 
were going away. She could not see her brothers, 
but she knew that Guillamne and Louis were asleep, 
and that Henri was huddled in a sitting posture 
against the door. At length, feeling as if she could 
no longer bear the silence and darkness^ she called 
to him gently, " Henri, are you awake ?" 

No answer. She listened attentively for a few 
moments, md distinguished his breathing as well as 
that of the other two. She was alone, then, the only 
one awake. She felt almost inclined to call and 
wake her brother ; but restraining herself, she leant 
back against the oven wall, and tried to follow his 
example, but in vain. The slow hours dragged by, 
and she sat awake till the slow, regular breathing of 
her three brothers almost maddened her; and she 
had to pray for help not to wake them, she so longed 
to do so. 
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Towards morning everything became quiet ; the 
most distant cries died away; and at length Marie 
fell asleep herself. She felt as if hours must have 
passed when she again awoke, and found everything 
the same, except that now Henri was awake ; and she 
could see through the grating that it was daylight. 

"Have you been long awake, Henri?" she asked 
in a low voice. 

" No ; not very long," said her brother ; " and I have 
heard nothing since. Give Louis to me, Marie ; you 
must be tired of holding him so long." 

" I can wait till he wakes, thank you," said Marie, 
with a little resolute sigh. " He is happier asleep ; and 
it would wake Quillaume too." 

Ouillaume here lifted his head for a moment, and 
looked at Marie, to signify that he was awake. 

"Does your head ache, Guillaume?" asked Marie, 
perceiving, even in the dim light, that his eyes were 
heavy. 

" A little," answered Guillaume. 

There was silence for a few moments, and then 
Marie asked wistfully, " Do you think it will be long, 
Henri, before they come to let us out ?" 

" It has not been light very long, I think," answered 
Henri "I was trying to measure by the sun. It 
must have risen above the court-yard wall to come 
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through this grating ; but then we look to the east, 
and the sun is up very early now — ^before five o'clock, 
I heard Agathe say." 

" How should Agathe know ?" asked Marie, a little 
scornfully. " She never gets up at five. And what 
has that to do with Aurele ? He would not be wait- 
ing for the light, but for the soldiers to go. Perhaps 
they are asleep now, Henri, and that is why every- 
thing is so still." 

" I daresay we shall hear them going away soon," 
answered Henri, trying to speak confidently, but 
with a sinking heart. He understood better than 
any of the others what great danger they were all in, 
and found it very hard to do nothing but sit still and 
wait, without knowing what was going on. They all 
listened anxiously for two long silent hours, almost 
without speaking ; but no sound came from without, 
and the stillness began to impress them with great 
awe : it was like being in a tomb. 

At length Louis awoke, and was so much alarmed 
at the strange place in which he found himself, that 
it took time to pacify him. But he was naturally a 
sweet little fellow ; and, after the first alarm, began 
to enter into Marie's desperate attempts to think the 
whole adventure great fun. He slid out of Marie's 
arms, and tried, in the narrow prison, to make a nest 
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for himself between his sister and Quillaume, because 
Marie was tired. He tried to catch the motes in the 
narrow sunbeam that came through the grating ; and 
his pretty, childish ways did the two elder ones good. 

" Marie," he said, stopping short at last, " when are 
we going to have breakfast ? " 

"When mamma or Aurfele comes to let us out, 
darling," answered his sister. "Thou shalt have 
breakfast directly then." 

" Can't we have breakfast before Aurfele comes ? " 
suggested Louis, with the air of one who has a bright 
idea. 

" No, dear ; because, you see, there is nothing to eat 
here." 

"I've got two biscuits," annoimced Guillamne 
suddenly. " I kept them for you, Marie ; but Louis 
can have one if he likes." 

" Oh, thank you, Guillaume ; but, indeed, I don't 
want anjrthing to eat yet," replied Marie. " Give one 
to Louis, and eat the other yourself." 

" Here, Louis," said Guillaume, getting at his pocket 

with some difficulty in the crowded space, and giving 

a good-sized biscuit ; but Henri noticed that only one 

was brought out. 

«Louis took the biscuit joyfully, and breaking it in 

two, held out half to Henri. 
(ei8) ^ 
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" No, no," said Henri, pushing it away. " Eat it 
.up, Louis." 

"Don't you want it, Henri?" asked the little 
fellow. 

" No, darling. Marie and I will wait." 

Louis folded his little hands together and said 
grace aloud, as if he had been in the nursery at 
home; and then began to munch his biscuit with 
great satisfaction. Henri felt rebuked by the child's 
simple act ; and when Louis had finished, he said,— 

« There is one thing we could do, if we cannot have 
breakfast. We could say our prayers." 

" I've said mine," came from Guillaume's dark 
comer. 

" I wish I had thought of it, too," answered Henri 
frankly. " Shall we say them together now ? " 

Guillaume answered by trying to get up and kneel, 
a proceeding which Louis easily managed ; but none 
of the others could kneel upright. However, they 
waited in silence for a minute or two, and then 
Henri, taking courage, began to repeat his usual 
prayers aloud. After them, he paused. Like all 
boys, he was very shy of his own feelings, and did 
not like to say anything special It was Marie's 
voice which at length spoke for him, as it were, in a 
few simple words : — 
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" Father, thou seest we are in a great trouble, 
and do not know what to do. Help us, we beseech 
thee. Take care of mamma and papa and AurMe; 
and take care of us, too, and help us to be patient 
and good until they come to let us out. For Jesus 
Christ's sake. Amen." 

Then the long hours dragged wearily by as best 
they might. No one came, no sound was heard ; only 
the sun beat fiercely down upon the oven roof, and 
the heat became almost intolerable. Louis was 
flushed and restless, and though not actually fretful, 
was very uneasy, poor child. At length, to the great 
relief of the other three, he fell asleep again, resting 
against Quillaume. 

" Cannot you lean back more, Marie?" said Henri; 
" you look so tired." 

Marie gave a wan, faint smile a^ she tried to do 
so ; but Henri noticed, with alarm, how white she 
was, and how different from his bright little sister of 
two days ago. He saw, with relief, that she closed 
her eyes; but she did not sleep, and her breathing 
came in short gasps now and then. 

"Don*t you feel well, Marie?" Henri asked at 
last. 

"It is only the heat," murmured Marie faintly. 
" It will not last much longer now." 
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"No; Aurfele is sure to come soon," repeated 
•Henri, in spite of the fears which grew within hinu 

•* Listen!" said Guillanme, moving his little brother's 
head gently, so that he could see Henri. "Let ns 
play at the game of stories. I will begin." 

And he began at once to tell them one of the 
strange marvellous tales, full of a boy's odd fancy, 
which he had never told before to any one but Louis. 
It interested the older children, in spite of themselves; 
and Louis, when he woke up shortly after, lay quite 
still m listening content. They made a strange 
g„„p in that 1, stifing „v»,-He^ ^^ ^ 
the door, with his knees drawn up; Marie leaning 
back against the over end, and touching him with her 
feet; Louis lying in the midst, with his golden head 
leaning against the only one whose look and attitude 
were just the same as they had always been, and 
whose dreamy voice made a sort of music which 
helped them to be still all that summer after- 
noon. 

Towards evening Louis asked rather piteously if 
they were not going out before tea ; and Guillaume 
quietly took out his other biscuit, and gave it to his 
little brother. 

" Aren't you going to have any tea ? " asked the 
puzzled child. 
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**Not now," answered Guillaume; "that is for 
you." 

" Marie must have some," said Louis, moving nearer 
to his sister, who had not moved or spoken for some 
time. 

"No, thank you," whispered Marie; but in so 
strange a voice that Henri exclaimed, — 

" Marie, you will faint I You must eat something!" 

" I cannot," answered Marie, with a more painful 
gasp. " I cannot breathe." 

" I will open the door ! " exclaimed Henri in great 
alarm. " We will not wait any longer ; it must be 
safe!" 

" No, no ! " cried Marie with sudden energy, striving 
to grasp her brother's arm. — " Guillaume, stop him — 
till the simlight comes through on the second morn- 
ing. Amrfele said it." 

" But he did not mean you to die, Marie," answered 
her brother hoarsely. 

Louis gave a low cry of terror. 

" I shall not die," said Marie's sweet voice, growing 
faint again as she spoke. "Christians and De St. 
Croix — ^Henri, let us be worthy of our name." 

But Henri had buried his face in his hands, and his 
whole frame writhed with the sobs which he would 
not let come. Dearer to him than father^ motliex^ 
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brother, or life itself, was his twin-sister Marie ; and 
never in all his life did he so keenly feel what trial 
was till then. He did not hear the unwonted caresses 
and soothing speech from Guillaume which at last 
quieted Louis enough to eat his biscuit and fall asleep 
again, nor the sweet childish prayer which he re- 
peated aloud before doing so. After a while he 
strained his ears to catch Marie's breathing, and 
thought she was asleep. But Marie did hot sleep; 
in fact, she scarcely even dozed that long night 
through. Her breath grew short and quick; and 
more than once she thought, in spite of her brave 
words to Henri, that she must die before the morn- 
ing came. But at last the moonlight faded, the 
darkness changed, and the blessed sunlight struck 
upon the wall once more. 

Henri restrained an eager spring when he saw 
Marie's closed eyes, and thought she was asleep. 
In a very few moments she opened her eyes. 

" Has the light come back?" she asked feebly. " O 
Henri! open the door." 

Henri needed no second bidding. The bolt went 
stiffly back again, and the door was pushed open 
with such violence that Henri fell out as well, and 
hastily jumped up from the grouud, not hurt, but 
frightened at his own want of caution. 
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However, no sound came to break the stillness of 
the sweet summer morning which had now dawned. 
The sudden change fjrom stifling gloom to fresh air 
and sunshine made him giddy; but he soon recovered 
himself, and held out his arms for Louis. Guillaume 
already stood by his side, and they helped Louis to 
get down ; but Marie did not move. 

" Marie, Marie I " cried Henri in agony, sprinrinff 
Uck .««« to hU ^'s ^. .nd Z^ L I ! 
dead faint. " Guillaume, help me ; she is dying ! " 

" Stay here, Louis," said Guillaume, as he turned to 
Henri's help ; and between them they got Marie out 
of the oven, and laid her on the ground, her long 
black hair trailing in the dust, and her pale, lovely 
face so changed that even in that moment Henri 
noticed how different it was to her fresh girlish 
beauty of three days back. 

" See if you can get some water, Guillaume," said 
Henri hastily. " Go carefully, in case there should 
stm be danger ; there is a well in the first court." 

Guillaume came back almost immediately with his 
handkerchief dripping (he had not stayed to look for 
anything to carry water), and laid it on her forehead. 
LoL a few moments she revived, and the sight of Louis, 
who lay sobbing with his face to the ground, did 
more to restore her than anything. She stretched 
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out her arms to him, and he crept thankfully to her 
side. For a moment the four children, still weak 
and dizzy from their long confinement, sat silently 
in the rough tumble-down outhouse, where the sun- 
light fell upon them. Then Marie, with the new 
sweet gravity which those terrible nights had taught 
her, said gently, — 

" Let us thank God for bringing us out safely ; and 
then we will try to find the others." 

They knelt once more, this time with less difficulty, 
and Henri said a few words of thanksgiving. After 
this Marie rose, and said, — 

" Louis, darling, stay with Guillaume till we come 
back. Henri and I are going to find Aurfele." 

Guillaume was going to object to this arrangement 
He was the boy ; it was clearly his place to go with 
Henri to explore the castle, and Marie should stay 
with Louis. But Guillaume scarcely ever spoke 
without thinking first. He remembered that Henri 
and Marie had always been together as a matter of 
course — that Marie would not like to stay behind ; 
clearly, therefore, he must do so. So he sat down 
again, and began crooning one of his old stories to 
Louis as they waited. 

Meanwhile Henri and Marie crossed the court with 
trembling footsteps, and approached the kitchen door. 



I 
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There was no sound of anything alive, nor did any- 
thing here look as if it had been disturbed. They 
entered the castle, and went first into the kitchen. 
Evidently some one had been there, for everything 
was in complete disorder.-cupboards flung open, in 
one case even the door had been wrenched from its 
hinges, and every shelf was bare. A table was over- 
turned, two chairs were broken, smashed and empty 
bottles lay in every direction, the floor was covered 
with dirt and litter. Yet no one appeared. There 
was not even the cat which had spat and growled at 
Henri when he first passed through the kitchen on 
that night which seemed now so long ago. 

How dreadful, how imbearable that utter stillness 
grew ! With a vague sense of increasing awe, the two 
children left the room, and crept noiselessly up the 
staircase, not speaking to each other. In the bed- 
rooms it was the same again. Everything was gone 
but the bare furniture, which had been too heavy to 
carry away, and that was broken and flung about in 
all directions. And here too were the same silence 
and desolation. Marie tried to call for Agathe, but 
the word died on her lips, and she dared not mention 
any other. Slowly they went down the other staircase 
to the room where they had left their parents, half 
unwilling to enter, as doubtful what they might flni 
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Poor things I poor children! What waa it that 
they did find when at last they opened that door and 
stood upon the threshold ? Two figures, lying prone 
upon the floor, with white upturned faces, in the 
morning sunlight. Their own mother, still and 
wounded, with Aur^le's head upon her breast Marie 
rushed forward with a shriek, which might have 
been the echo of her mother's own, and flung herself 
upon the floor beside them. 

"Henri, Henri, help me!" she cried. "See, she 
smiles ! she is not dead !" 

It was the smile of death ; but Marie had never 
looked upon the dead before. Henri came, but only 
to stand helpless, horror-struck, speechless, knowing 
too well what this must mean. 

"Mother! mother! mother!" wailed the frantic 
child. -^" Henri, lift Aurfele's head — ^bring water — 
run!" 

Henri knelt down on the floor beside her. " It is 
of no use," he said in a choked voice. " Marie, she 
is dead ! — ^they are both dead !" 

She stared at hixn with wild, unbeUeving eyes; a^d 
then throwing herself upon the floor, the saving tears 
came to her relief, and she wept passionately. Heim 
sat still, like one stunned. He did not even try to 
comfort her ; he did not speak imtil sho raised her- 
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self, after some minutes, and cried out passionately, 
" O Henri ! — our father ! Let us find him." 

" Do you think he is alive, if these two are lying 
here V asked Henri hoarsely, almost savagely. 

"No, no," sobbed Marie; "but I must see him. 
Come with me, Henri." 

They went by one consent to the great door which 
led into the outer courtyard. There, on the steps, as 
he had fallen, and half covered by the corpse of his 
old servant, lay Monsieur de St. Croix, pale — cold — 
dead. 

It was only what they had expected ; but Marie's 
weeping became almost hysterical, and Henri ground 
his teeth as he knelt down on the blood-stained stone, 
and with diflSiculty moved the body of the servant to 
one side. Then they knelt, motionless and silent, 
except for Marie's sobbing, for more than one long 
horrible moment. 

" Henri," said Marie at last, trying to speak calmly, 
" I must go and tell Guillaume what we have f oimd, 
and then you and I must do what we can. We must 

on, sobbing — " and after that we must let Guillaume 
come to see them, but not Louis — he need never 
know all about it." She did not wait for an answer, 
but went away through the courtyard, crying bit- 
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terly, leaving Henri kneeling silently by his father's 
body. 

All this time Guillaume, who, in spite of his cool 
resolution, was old enough to be terribly anxious, 
waited in the sunny out-building, trying to amuse 
Louis, but giving up the attempt at last, and listening 
only for sounds from the castle. At last, when he 
had begun to feel almost desperate, he heard Marie's 
voice calling him from round the comer of the wall ; 
and bidding Louis wait where he was, he rushed out 

Alas I Marie's tears and her blood-stained dress 
spoke too plainly. Guillaume's eager question died 
upon his lips ; he turned deadly pale, and staggered 
back against the wall. At last he managed to gasp 
out, " Who, Marie — who ? Not all !" he cried, as she 
did not answer. "Mamma, our father, Aurfele — 
Marie, all ?" and Mario only answered by her tears. 

At last she spoke, however, and said, " Will you 
stay with Louis yet a little, please, Guillaume ? I 
cannot come to him like this. Do not tell him ; and 
as soon as I can I will come back, and you shall go 
to see them." 

Then she turned and went away again, and Guil- 
laume did not move till Louis's voice, impatiently 
calling for Marie, roused him to go to his little 
brother and try to quiet him. 
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That day went by like a confused, hideous dream. 
Together the twins washed away the terrible stains 
from those dear forms, and composed them as well 
as they could. Then Marie came back, sad and 
tearless, to the out-house, and took Louis into the 
least disturbed of the bedrooms, where she had 
agreed to wait till Guillaume and Henri came back 
to her. Louis, not too miserable to think of himger, 
asked piteously for food, but she could find none. 

Guillaume and Henri were so long away that 
Marie grew very anxious, and listened at the head of 
the stairs for any soimd in the still, deserted house. 
They had found nothing but those four dead bodies. 
There was no sign of Agathe, or of the other two. 

At last a door opened, and Henri came quickly up 
the stjdrs. "Marie," he said in a low earnest tone, 
" go down to Guillaume, in there. I can't get him 
away." 

Marie went downstairs without a wprd, and Henri 
hurried in to Louis, who, in spite of his naturally 
sweet temper, had now, through hunger and alarm, 
become extremely fretful. He took the poor child 
on his knee, and sat down by the window. 

« I wont mamma— I want Agathe— I want some 
breakfast ! " wailed Louis. The piteous cry was too 
much for his brother, and did what all the preceding 
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horrors had failed to do. Henri burst into tears, 
and Louis roused himself with wide-open eyes and 
suspended sobs. "Henri, Henri!" he cried — "0 
Henri, I will be good ! don't cry. Are you hungry 

too r 

" Listen, Louis," said Henri, striving to check his 
sobs. " The wicked soldiers have taken everything 
away, and papa and mamma and Aur^le are gone 
too." 

" But they will come back again," answered Louis 
with a puzzled air. "Mamma won't leave us here all 
by ourselves ; she will soon come back." 

"Ah, no! they will never come back," sobbed 
Henri. " mamma, mamma ! ' 




CHAPTER m. 

SELF-HELP. 

T was late in the afternoon before the four 
children were able to talk calmly over their 
position. Henri had not forgotten the 
packet, or book, committed to his care ; but 
for the rest, they had thought of nothing. 
Clearly the first thing was to get something to eat ; 
but how ? 

" We must go to the village," said Henri, after a 
pause. " They may have food there to give us, and 
shelter, for it is too late now to do anything till to- 
morrow." 

"Oh yes; let us go to the village," said Marie, 
almost eagerly. "I had forgotten the people there; 
this place is all so strange." 

So they went downstairs into the kitchen, and out 
by the side door, fearful of again passing by that 
other way. This brought them out on the other side 
of the castle, and, in order to reach the bridge, they 
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had to pass round the wall. As they turned the 
comer, a fresh cry of grief and surprise broke from 
them on seeing the ruined state of the Kttle valley. 

The mill-wheel had stopped. There was still no 
sound, except the running of the water. Four out of 
the five cottages lay in one heap of smoking ruins ; 
the fifth, which stood a little apart, showed no sign 
of life. After that first cry, they proceeded silently. 
They had gone through sights already which made 
them feel just then as if nothing else could matter. 
It was only what they expected, to find the same 
desolation and disorder in the one remaining cottage 
as in the castle. Not quite so great indeed, for the 
scanty furniture remained, though it was thrown 
about in every direction ; and in the cupboard Marie 
found a jug of milk and half a loaf of bread. Evi- 
dently the soldiers had not thought it worth while 
to look there. All the inhabitants were gone. Prob- 
ably they had taken refuge in the moimtains imtil 
the soldiers were gone. 

"Don't you think we might have this?" asked 
Marie, as she took out the bread and milk, and put 
it on the bare wooden table. 

" Yes," said Henri decidedly. " K they come back, 
we will pay them for it ; and to-night we will sleep 
here." 
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" There is only one bed/' said Marie, doubtfully. 

"Guillaume and I will stay in this room. It is 
quite warm enough to sleep on the ground." 

Marie was busy cutting slices from the loaf, and 
pouring some of the milk into a mug. The children 
tasted it languidly at first ; but their himger at last 
made itself felt, and the two boys, at any rate, ate 
almost ravenously. 

" We had better save a little for the morning," said 
Marie at length, " in case we should not be able to get 
anything more." 

Henri stopped in the act of pouring out fresh milk 
from the jug, and rose to put it back again. It was 
now about six o'clock, but they felt as if weeks had 
passed since they watched for the simlight in the 
morning. They sat about in silence for a little while, 
feeling too sad and listless to do anything. 

At last Marie roused herself. 

** We had better go to bed early to-night," she said. 
— '* Come, Louis, you are nearly asleep now. Don't 
you want to get your things off, and feel nice and 
comfortable again ? " 

"You can't imdress me," said Louis, opening his 
eyes wide. 

" Oh yes, I think I can," said Marie, too sad to smile 
at this speech. "And you ought to be washed too. 
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There's no hot water; but such a lovely hot day 
you'll like cold, shan't you? That wooden tub — 
Henri, could you and Guillaume get me some water 
in it ? There is an old bucket lying outside." 

The two boys rose at once, glad to have something 
found for them to do. Louis did not at first like the 
idea of being washed in a wooden tub, but he at last 
agreed, and then became quite amused at all the new 
things that he and Marie were trying to do. 

Marie found a clean though coarse child's night- 
dress in a box belonging to the bedroom, and per*» 
suaded Louis to wear it. He had just risen from 
saying his prayers at her knee, when the two boys, 
whom Marie had asked to look for wood to light a 
fire with in the morning, returned. 

"Why, Louis, how nice and clean you look!" said 
Henri, laying down a bundle of sticks on the hearth. 

" Doesn't he," said Marie eagerly. " I have done 
everything except brush his hair out; but I can't find 
anything to do that with." 

"They did not take our brushes and combs up 
there, any way," said Guillaume, pulling one out of 
his pocket; "and I brought mine, as you said we 
might stay here to-night." 

Louis was soon in bed, and fell asleep almost 
directly. Meanwhile Henri and Guillaume went 
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dowB to wash at the stream, and then filled the tub 
with fresh water for Marie in the morning. 

Marie went out into the yard behind. There was 
a little heap of straw there, and she meant to bring 
some into the outer room for the boys to lie on. Her 
foot struck against something in the straw, and stoop- 
ing down she found a hen with its head cut off, and 
two eggs lying close by. She called Henri to look at it 

" Do you think it would be good to eat?" she asked, 
shrinking a little as Henri took it up. 

"Yes; I do not think it has been dead long," said 
Henri. "Perhaps the soldiers killed it yesterday. 
Only, how shall we cook it?" 

" I don't know how, but I will try to-morrow," said 
Marie bravely. " I am sure all the feathers ought to 
come off. We will pull them off, you and I, when 
Guillaume's bed is made." 

Accordingly, when Guillaume had fallen asleep on 
his straw couch in the kitchen, and the sun was 
getting low, Henri and Marie sat down on a log of 
wood by the door to pluck the hen. For the first 
time, too, they began to talk of whatthey must do on 
the morrow. 

"You have the packet safe, have you not?" said 
Marie. "Perhaps there is something in that to 
tell us." 
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Henri took the packet out of its hiding-place in his 
breast, and opened it with reverent fingers. 

"All different papers," he said, when the outer 
covering was taken off, " except this one packet, which 
feels like money. Let us see what we can make out 
of them." 

Some of the papers the children were too young to 
understand the value of. There were certificates of 
marriage, and of the birth of each child. There was a 
paper containing a list of title-deeds, and a note added, 
in their father's hand, to say where they had been 
concealed. 

There was a letter to an English name in Hamp- 
shire, which puzzled them as much as all the rest; 
one to a French name in Amsterdam; and lastly, there 
was a hurried note, in their father's hand, written on 
the back, — " For my eldest son after I am dead." 

Henri broke down as he finished reading this, aud 
Marie also was quietly weeping. 

" What shall I do with it?" he said in a faltering 
tone. " It was meant for Aurfele." 

"You — ^you are the eldest son now," answered 
Marie, between her sobs. " Read, Henri; it will tell us 
what papa meant us to do." 

It was very short, and had been written in such 
haste that they could hardly read it. 
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" If we should be taken from you on our way," it 
ran, " make your way to the coast, and go as secretly 
as you can to Amsterdam — ^not to England, as I had 
meant. You will find money enclosed, and a letter to 
a lady there, who will receive you for our sake. Love 
each other, and whatever happens, be firm in the true 
faith which we have taught you. And may the good 
God bless and keep you, my children, until we meet 
again I — ^Your loving father and mother, 

" Louis and Marie de St. Croix." 

Marie's busy fingers did not cease from her work, 
but her tears were falling fast upon the dead bird. 
Henri refolded the paper in silence. 

They coimted the money in the paper, and found 
that there were seventeen gold pieces, each worth 
twenty-five francs, and five francs in silver. 

"Four himdred and thirty francs," said Marie. 
" Oh, Henri, how much money!" 

" I dare say we shall not find it more than enough," 
said Henri. And indeed he spoke truth ; for on the 
very day on which they reached St. Louis-de-Linard, 
Monsieur de St. Croix had intended to enclose notes 
to the value of some thousand pounds. " It will take 
us a long time to get to the sea, and we must keep 
enough to pay for being taken over." 
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" I hope we shall not be robbed," said Marie in an 
awestruck voice. 

" We will not let any one know how much we have/* 
said Henri. '' See, Marie, you shall take these five 
francs to spend, and when they are all gone I will 
give you more; and then you can always say you have 
not got any more." 

Marie drew out her silk purse, which contained 
about three francs still of her last monthly allowance, 
and put the money into it. 

"Ah!" said Henri, when he saw the purse, "I have 
nearly five francs left in my purse; and I think 
Guillaume has some, Marie, if you consider. I am 
afraid this money must be very little. You and I 
have had ten francs a month, and Guillaume five — 
that makes twenty-five, just as much as there is in 
one of these gold pieces, so that we have seventeen 
months* pocket-money, as one may say; but then, you 
know, we never bought anything to eat or to wear." 

" Ah, well, one can but do one's best," returned his 
sister, taking up her work again. " Henri 1 I don't 
believe this chicken will ever be done." 

" dear, how thoughtless of me! I have not been 
helping you," said her brother, beginning to pluck 
the feathers at such a rate that between them the 
bird was soon left bare. 
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"There," said Marie, rising with a sigh of relief. 
" Now it is all ready to cook to-morrow." 

•* Are you sure ?" asked Henri, doubtfully. " Isn't 
there some part of the bird's inside that ought to be 
puUedout?" 

"How should I know?" asked Marie, a little 
proudly. « I am no serving-maid." 

"Yes; but I think there is," persisted Henri. "I 
saw Louison doing it once, and I think I can manage 
it. Qive it to me, Marie; you cannot do it." 

" No, no, Henri," exclaimed Marie, with a sudden 
recollection of her pride of birth. " You, De St. Croix 
of St. Croix, soil your hands with our dinner! It 
will do just as well without." 

" No, it won't ; it vdll spoil it. We may have worse 
things to do than this," said Henri gloomily* " But," 
and his bright smile came back again, " one is not the 
less noble, and rather more De St. Croix." 

Marie gave up the bird in silence, and he manfully 
accomplished his disagreeable task. Then the two 
brave children, upon whom the care of all was now 
to rest, said their prayers together, and laying them- 
selves upon their rude couches, which were now a 
luxury, slept the sleep of God's beloved. 




CHAPTER IV. 

THE PILGRIMAGE BEGUN. 

ABIE was the first to awake next morning, 
and with some difficulty recalling where 
she was, raised herself in bed to take a 
survey of things in general. The sun was 
shining brightly through the uncurtained 
window, and as it had not yet risen very 
high, she supposed it must be early. Louis was still 
sleeping soimdly beside her ; and through the door, 
which she had not been able to fasten the night 
before, she could see that Henri and Guillaume were 
sleeping also. 

Marie crept quietly out of bed, and managed to 
wash and dress without awaking the others. Then 
she went into the outer room, and began to try and 
light the fire with the sticks and straw which Henri 
had put ready over-night. She had never done such 
a thing before. But, in spite of her French nobility, 
she was beginning to think it was very interesting to 
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have to do everything for themselves, though much 
more di£5icult than, if she had ever troubled her head 
about the subject, she would have thought possible. 
She managed to get the wood laid on the hearth in 
some sort of order, and then, after a long hunt for the 
tinder-box, she began to try and strike a light. This 
she could not manage at all ; and after twice hitting 
her fingers, she made so much noise that Henri started 
up from his straw, and was on his feet before he had 
quite made out what had disturbed hun. 

"Marie, what are you doing?" he exclaimed, 
ahnost indignantly— " letting me lie asleep here, and 
trying to light the fire yourself!" 

"I must begin to be useful now," said Marie, gladly 
giving up the box into his hands. "I thought it 
would be such fun to have the fire lighted and every- 
thing ready before you woke. I must see how you 
do it first." 

The fire was soon burning away merrily, though it 
smoked more than the children had been used to. 
Henri carried Guillaume ofi* to the river again; while 
Marie hung the fowl in front of the fire by a string 
from a great nail which was evidently there for the 
purpose, and then woke Louis, and made him ready 
for breakfast. 

Every one was ready for breakfast before the 
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breakfast was ready for them. The children had 
had no idea how long it took to roast a chicken. 
They soon found out that the string must be kept 
turning, to prevent the chicken from getting burned; 
and they put an earthenware dish under it to catch 
the gravy. But the chicken did not seem at all in- 
clined to turn brown. 

"What shall we do, Henri?" said Marie, rather 
dolefully. "I don't believe it will be done for 
another hour yet." 

Henri looked up from the window, where he had 
been leaning in silent thought for some minutes. 
"We must wait — that is all," he said, hopefully, 
" and do now what we should have done afterwards. 
I have been thinking," and his tone quivered in spite 
of himseU, " that we must go up to the castle again 
before we leave the valley. We must look over 
what is left, and see what can be taken with us* 
Also, I remember a map which my father used to 
study, and on which he marked the way to the coast, 
and told me how to understand it. I do not think 
the soldiers would be likely to take that away; and 
it might help us, as I do not know which way w6 
ought to go from here to reach the coast. So I will 
go at once, and I dare say the chicken will be ready 
by the time I come back." 
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"I will oome with you," said Guillaume, get- 
ting up. 

''Do you like to do so?" asked his brother, looking 
at him tenderly. 

" Yes." And the two brothers went away together. 

It was nearly an hour before they came back ; and 
Marie, who had watched the chicken anxiously, was 
beginning to think it would be burned, when she saw 
them returning. Guillaume looked very white ; but 
they were both talking calmly, and each carried a 
small bundle. At first they did not seem hungry^ 
though they had had nothing for two days except 
that scanty meal the night before ; but Marie pressed 
them to eat) and when they had once begun, their 
appetites soon returned. After breakfast they got 
out the map, which Henri had found thrown aside 
in his father's room, and tried to make out their 
journey. The others, who had never seen it before, 
could not understand it ; but Henri was soon able to 
show them the Chateau de Si Croix and the one 
which they had just left. Then he found a line^ 
traced evidently by his father, which led from this 
valley to the sea-coast. 

"And now." he said, "we can be in no difficulty, 
for we have only to ask the way from one place to 
another that lie along the line» The next place 
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from here, you see, is St. Etienne, so we will ask the 
way to that ; and when we get there, we will ask our 
way to St. Germin; and so on till we come to 
Bordeaux, where the line ends." 

" But," objected Marie, who had tried hard to . 
follow her brother, " how do you know which end of 
the valley to go out of ? There is only one road, and 
we came by that, and we do not want to go back 
again." 

Henri looked puzzled. " I dare say we shall have 
to go back a little way, and then turn off," he said ; 
" but I do not know which way we should turn cer- 
tainly, and there is no one to ask here." 

"Couldn't you tell by the sun?" put in Guillaume, 
who had not spoken before. 

"By the sun? — ^yes. What a good idea!" said 
Henri, jumping up and running out of the cottage, 
where the four children had been sitting deep in dis- 
cussion. " That must be the east where the sun is 
now, and we must go to the west ; then turn with 
the sun on our right hand, and there is our way. 
It is that very road." 

This point happily settled, they prepared to set 
out as soon as possible. Two small bundles were 
made up, which Henri and Guillaume meant to carry* 
Guillaume had a clean shirt for each, and pocket- 
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handkerchiefs — ^too great a luxury for the peasant 
children they meant to represent — ^and a brush and 
comb, which articles they had all agreed were indis- 
pensable. Henri had a blanket, in the midst of 
which was rolled up another brush and comb, and 
the Testament, out of which he had read to them 
that morning, and between the leaves of which he 
had placed, unknown to any one but Marie, three 
locks of hair — ^golden, black, and brown. Marie 
carried the precious map and the remains of the 
chicken, which she had packed up as tidily as she 
could, with a knife and fork which Henri had 
brought from the castle. 

It was not much past ten o'clock by the time all 
was ready, though they thought it was much later, 
as they had been up nearly four hours. At Henri's 
suggestion, he and Guillaume had taken two clean 
though coarse blouses which they had found in the 
cottage, and put them on above their own garments, 
which were handsome enough to have attracted 
attention. Marie could only pin a large cotton hand- 
kerchief across her shoulders, and take a straw hat 
made in the fashion of the province, which must 
have belonged to the woman of the house. They 
had not the least idea what might be the value 
of the things, but they left five francs in a little 



78 THE PILORIMAOE BEGUN. 

packet on the table, in case the poor people should 
return. 

In this fashion they went up the steep road which 
led out of the valley. On reaching the comer they 
turned with one consent to take a last look. 

How still and peaceful everything looked! The 
sun shone between the mountains on the fresh green 
turf and the water that ran across it ; and the castle 
lay beneath them as tranquilly as if it had never 
known a scene of violence. But the ruined heap 
where the four cottages had been told its own tale; 
and the open window in the castle showed that 
dreadful room in which Aurfele and their mother were 
even now lying dead. Tears streamed down their 
cheeks, and for some minutes no one spoke. Then 
Henri took off his cap, and lifting up his face to 
heaven, said aloud, — • 

" Lord, thou knowest it all; have pity upon us, and 
watch over us ! Go thou forth with us, our Father, 
and keep us for ever true Soldiers of the Cross, for 
Jesus* sake I" 

"Amen!" breathed his brother and sister; and 
turning away, they passed out of sight of the valley 
in which they had lost all. 

In this manner these four children set forth 
together, trusting in God. 




CHAPTER y. 

A RACE WITH THE DRAGOONS. 

iN a fair August evening, some three days 
after the events related in the last chapter, 
the sun wiw shining brightly down a lovely 
by-lane— one of those with broad grass 
borders which here and there in flowery 
comers spread out into inviting resting-places. 

In one of these green nooks, where broad, flat 
stones were tumbled on the sward, and a little 
rivulet ran round it on its hurrying way to join a 
river near, the four children were seated round a 
small Are of sticks — flighted, not for heat, but for the 
purpose of cooking. Five fish, the result of half an 
hour's patient angling, with such rude hook and line 
as Henri could contrive, in the river lower down, 
were broiling on a small flat stone round which the 
fire was heaped. Henri might well look with pride 
at those fish ; for not only had he caught three of 
them with his own hand, but he had also cleaned 
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them ready for cooking, having discovered that it 
was necessary the day before, when two fish which they 
had managed to catch turned out imfit to eat. Cer- 
tainly these young people were learning many things 
which their nobility would at one time have despised. 
And they did not look the worse for it either. Marie 
was the most changed since those happy, careless 
days, scarcely more than a week ago ; but it was a 
change that suited her, and made her, if anything, 
prettier than before. Guillaume was lying on the 
grass in his favourite position half asleep ; and Louis 
was making a daisy chain, as he had last done in the 
garden at home. They had walked some ten miles 
that day, and had earned their rest. The way had 
been lovely, but very tiring, as it lay chiefly along 
unfrequented mountain-paths. Only once had they 
passed through the outskirts of a village, and had 
scarcely dared to do more than ask the way to St 
Etienne of a yoimg peasant girl, who was going 
higher up the mountain with a flock of goats. That 
was early on the first day after leaving St. Louis-de- 
Linard, and she had said St. Etienne must be — ^well 
it might be twenty, it might be twenty-five miles 
away. Henri, while the fish were cooking, studied 
his map deeply ; he felt sure they must be near. 
" Come, Henri," said the others at last ; " the fish 
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are ready : let us have our supper." Henri put up the 
map carefully, and took out the fish, which were soon 
eaten. They had had but slender food these three 
days ; and, for the first time in their lives, the boys 
had known what it was never to have as much as 
they could have eaten. Yet not even little Louis had 
been heard to complain. 

It did not take long to arrange themselves for the 
night. They felt it quite a natural thing to sleep 
out of doors by this time, and in the warm, dry 
weather had found it rather pleasant than otherwise. 
Henri, who was making up the fire for the night, 
turned round in surprise at hearing an exclamation 
of annoyance from his sister. 

« What is it, Marie ? " he asked. 

" Oh, it is so silly, Henri ! But my hair gets worse 
and worse. I never knew how difficult it was to 
brush one's own hair before ! Don't you think I could 
cut it off with the knife ? " 

She made such a pretty picture as she said this, 
sitting on a large gray stone by the flickering wood 
fire, her cheeks flushed in the summer twilight with 
the efforts she had made, and the rebellious hair fall- 
ing in a wavy black mass almost to the ground. But 
Henri did not stop to notice this, in his horror at her 
suggestion. "Cut off your hair, Marie!" he exclaimed. 
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" Why, what a fright you would look ! There is no 
one else with hair like yours." 

'' But it tries me so, Henri, after we have walked 
nearly all day. And I cannot arrange it at all ; it 
just hangs down and curls anywhere." 

"I like it best so," said her brother; "and you 
shall not have the trouble of brushing it. I am not 
tired, and it will amuse me to be your lady's-maid" 
So saying, he took the brush out of her hand, and set 
to work, in spite of Marie's remonstrances. 

It took him more time than he thought, and Guil- 
laume and Louis fell asleep while he was brushing; 
but at last it was all smoothed out, and Henri began 
to plait it. " I can plait most things, so I think I 
can plait hair," he said. " I will make it in two tails 
for the night, but it must be imdone in the morning ; 
and if it gets into a tangle, I will brush it out every 
night." 

" Henri, you ought not to have to do that," said 
Marie, the tears springing to her eyes. Somehow 
that Henri should have to brush her hair impressed 
their fallen fortunes upon her more than ever. Even 
when Henri laughed at her, and spoke cheerfully 
about their journey, she could scarcely smile in 
answer, and lay awake longer than usual that night 
with a sore longing for her mother. 
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It was a warm, still niffht, and by-and-by the moon 

Marie's face, so that she edged nearer to one of the 
fallen stones. As she lifted her head to see if Henri 
and Guillaume were in shadow, a sound far away 
upon the road caught her attention, and she listened 
intently. She was not long in doubt, for it was a 
sound she was never likely to forget, — ^the distant 
tramp of approaching horsemen. 

With a sudden terror she sprang up, and roused 
Henri. He listened for a moment, and then said: 
"They are certainly horsemen, Marie, and I think 
they are coming this way. I don't know that we 
are in any danger, but it will be safer to hide till 
they have passecL" 

He roused Guillaume as he spoke, and took Louis 
up in his arms, directing the others to follow him 
into the field, which was screened from the road by 
a thick hedge. They had not left the nook many 
moments, when loud talking and jesting became 
audible, and directly afterwards a troop of horsemen 
came round the comer of the lane. They did not 
seem in any particular hurry ; indeed, it would have 
been difficult to ride fast down this rough, wind- 
ing lane. One of the horses stumbled as they drew 
near, which called forth an oath from its rider, a 
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dark, swarthy man, who seemed to be leader among 
them. 

" Look here, sergeant," said one of the men, draw- 
ing rein as he pointed to the smouldering fire, " some 
one has passed down this way lately." 

" Some pack of vagabonds or gipsies, most like," 
said the first carelessly. " They are thick on all the 
roads ; and this is not a likely way for fugitives." 

"Tramps would not have fied for us; and when 
they light a fire, they generally stay the night in a 
place," muttered the other, dismounting. " I'll have 
a light to my pipe, at any rate." 

Several of the others dismoimted for the same 
purpose, and sat down on the stones to fill at their 
leisure, while the sergeant and about a dozen of the 
men waited for them on horseback. Evidently the 
discipline among the troop was of the loosest. 

" How much longer do you fellows mean to loiter? " 
he asked at last. " One would think we had nothing 
to do but to go to sleep to-night." 

" No ; that is what the people of La Verraye are 
thinking," answered one, with a grim laugh. " They 
don't think what a capital bonfire we shall treat 
them to; not they. But never fear, sergeant, we 
have plenty of time before us. It is not nine yet, 
and we have scarce two miles to go." 
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"But you forget that these two miles are along 
this beast of a road," answered the sergeant, with 
another oath. " We shall not get beyond fool's pace 
all the way, unless you wish to ruin another horse 
to-night." 

At this moment Guillaume felt a touch on his arm, 
and turning, saw Henri with his finger on his lip, 
and his face full of intelligence. He just breathed 
the words, "Wait for me here," and slipped noise- 
lessly away along the hedge. 

Marie did not see him go, but the next moment she 
found out that he was not there, and looked at Guil- 
laume with a face full of alarm. Guillaume nodded 
cheerfully, and signed to her to keep silence. In his 
heart he knew that Henri had gone on the chance of 
being able to find and warn the villagers of La Ver- 
raye before the troop could reach it, and he was 
divided between fear for his brother and a longing 
to run after him. But he knew he must not leave 
Marie and his little brother, so he only watched more 
anxiously the movements of the horsemen. 

Henri had not been gone two minutes, when the ser- 
geant insisted more peremptorily that they should go 
on ; and accordingly the horsemen climbed again into 
their saddles, and slowly disappeared, — slowly, not 
only because of the badness of the road, but because 
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it was not wide enough, except just at this comer, 
for them to ride more than two abreast. 

The two children, — ^for Louis had fallen asleep 
again during their hiding, — did not venture to move 
till the last footfall had died away. Then Marie ex* 
claimed, in a frightened gasp, " O Guillaume, where 
is Henri?" 

"All right, Marie; he will be back directly," answered 
Guillaume. cheerfully. "Can we carry Louis back 
without waking him, do you think ? " 

Marie rose with Louis in her arms, and between 
them they managed to carry the sleepy little fellow 
back again to his nest in the shadow of the stones 
without actually awaking him, though he roused 
himself for a moment to say, " Good-night, Marie." 

Marie cowered beside him in silence, with her face 
hidden, and Guillaume stood irresolute beside her for 
some moments. Then Marie lifted up her white, 
anxious face, and said, "He has gone to find La 
Verraye, and tell them. Did he tell you so ? " 

" No; I only guessed it," answered Guillaume; and 
there was silence again, — ^a long silence, which seemed 
as if it would never come to an end. The sweet 
summer night seemed absolutely without sound, and 
the utter stillness made the suspense worse. Qml- 
laume asked Marie once if she would not at least 



A RAGE WITH THE DRAGOONS. 87 

lie down while they waited ; but she only shook her 
head, and he sat down on the stone beside her. 

Some hours — ^Marie would have said some weeks — 
must have passed in this way, when Guillaume fancied 
that, quite in the distance, he heard sounds, and 
mounted on the highest stone to look over the hedge 
in the direction where the village must lie. Marie 
looked up, and asked if he saw anything. 

" Yes,*' answered Guillaume in a low tone; " there is 
a red flush in the sky over there, and a little dark 
doud against it, that looks like smoke. But it is not 
much, Marie ; it is very little." 

Marie, however, was already standing beside him ; 
and together they watched the dull, ominous red 
which told of distant fire, and strained their ears to 
catch any sound. But there was none, though on 
such a night, as Marie said, it should have been 
easily heard. 

" See, the red light is growing fainter," said Guil- 
laume at length. "You see it is not a very big fire, 
Marie." 

" Look there ! — there is another ! " exclaimed Marie 
in a startled tone, as she pointed to the horizon in 
quite a different direction. 

Guillaume looked, and his instant relief enabled 
him to laugh, as he replied, " Why, Marie, that is the 
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sunrise. Don't you see what a different red it is, and 

everything ? " 

A kind of awe fell upon the two children as they 
watched that slow increase of light which seems like 
the gradual lifting of a veil from the earth's face, till 
the smile of the sun breaks suddenly upon it, and we 
see again the countenance of an old friend. Louis 
stirred in his sleep, and called for Marie, who sprung 
down instantly to soothe him. As she turned to 
Guillaume some minutes afterwards, she was struck 
by his listening attitude, and the next instant she 
herself heard the sound of rapid footsteps in the lane. 
Before she could say anything, Henri sprung, panting 
and breathless, into the comer, and threw himself 
down upon the grass, too much spent at first to 
do anything but nod in answer to their repeated 
questions. 

" Yes, yes, every one is safe !" he exclaimed at last, 
in answer to a fresh inquiry from Marie. "I was 
only just in time, though. I never had such a run in 
my life." 

He sat up as he spoke, and tossed back his hair 
with the glad boyish excitement which the late 
terrible events had apparently almost crushed out of 
him. 
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" Oh, Marie/' he went on, with quick, eager speech, 
*' you can't think how splendid it was ! I had a 
good start, you know, and I knew I should do it ; 
though the road got so smooth towards the end that 
I expected every moment to hear them close behind. 
As it was, I heard their voices once ; and didn't I 
run ! I came to the village at last ; and the road ran 
straight into it, so I thought it must be La Verraye. 
It is only one street, as far as I could see ; but that 
was still as death. Only in one house I saw a light. 
I dashed up to it, and threw a handful of stones at 
the window. I could even hear a sort of rustle in- 
side; and then the light was moved away, and a 
man opened the window and asked who was there. 
' Quick, for Gkwi's sake!' I called out. ' The dragoons 
are dose at hand, and mean to surprise the people of 
La Verraye to-night.' He shut the window ; and in 
a second it seemed the door was opened, and the 
same man came out. He was one of our ministers ; 
and there were three other men and a boy. The boy 
ran off at once up the street, rousing every one up ; 
and before I had got my breath almost, there was a 
crowd round us. Such a crying and calling ! and I 
all the while fearing that the dragoons would come 
in the middle. But the minister stopped all that in 
a minute. Such a splendid fellow, Marie ! you must 
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see him. I scarcely heard what he said, he spoke so 
gently ; but we all seemed to understand what was 
to be done directly he had spoken. The men took 
the children, and we got them and the women away 
into the wood at the back of the village. We just 
saw the last lot safe into the wood ; and then the 
minister said he should see if he had time to take 
something out of the church. I don't know what it 
was ; but some of those dragoon fellows are the most 
awful thieves J There were three of us with him — 
I and two of the men who had been with him first 
We got close to the church ; but the dragoons came 
galloping up the street, and they would have been 
upon us in another minute. There was a sort of 
moat round the church, deep and almost dry, with 
thick overhanging bushes. We ran down there and 
hid ; so that, though they could not see us, we could 
see them pretty well — ay, and hear them too. They 
battered at the doors, and shouted, and broke into 
half the houses in the street, before they guessed the 
truth. Oh what a rage they were in ! It was awful 
to hear them swear. Then they clustered together 
in the street, and quarrelled about what they should 
do next. And some of them wanted to go into the 
wood after the people ; but they knew it was no 
use — ^the horses could not do it. At last they settled 
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to go on somewhere ; but they still lingered a few 
minutes. We could not see what they were doing ; 
but all at once, as they turned their horses, one of 
ihem threw a great blazing bundle right on to the 
thatch of the nearest house. 'They shall find the 
place too hot to hold them when they come back, at 
least 1' he said, with a horrible laugh. O Marie ! one 
of the two men started up, and I saw his black eyes 
flash with such a look I He would have sprung out ; 
but the minister laid his hand on his arm, and just 
said a word, and he let himself be drawn down 
again. But, oh! his head went down between his 
knees, and his shoulders shook as if he would have 
sobbed. They said afterwards it was his mother's 
house. And then another of the fiends laughed out, 
and flung another firebrand on the house on the other 
side. * We shall teach them a lesson, at any rate,' he 
said ; and then we saw the houses burning, as they 
rode laughing down the street. They had scarcely 
turned the comer before we were out and at work. 
They did not guess we were so near ; they meant the 
whole village should bum before we came back. 
But we worked as I never worked in my life, and a 
great many of the men came back to help us ; so that 
we got the fire under before it bad gone further. 
The next houses were smoked, and some of the 
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thatch burned off one, but not much harm was 
done. But only the four walls of the second cottage 
were left ; and the first — ^it is as bare as the homes we 
saw m the valley of St. Louis-de-Linard !" 

There was a keen ring of pain, almost a waU, 
in his voice as he ended; but the next instant 
the boyish tones came back once more, as he burst 
out again : — 

" Oh, such a splendid fellow, Marie ! He worked 
like ten men. You must come and see him. I could 
not come away till the fire was out; but by that 
time half the people were back in their houses again, 
and I told the minister that I must go. * Will you 
not stay a little while with us ? ' he said, so kindly. 
* I am going to call the people for a thanksgiving 
service almost directly ; after that, I shall so much 
like to see you at my house, and know more of you.' 
So I told him something of our story, — not our 
names, — and said I must go back to you, because 
you would be frightened for me. And he told me to 
bring you all to his house, and he and his sister 
would do all they could for us ; and would be proud 
to have us, for he said I had saved all their lives. 
Marie ! to think of having saved his life ! Come 
on ! let us get there as soon as we can." 

"But, Henri, you must be quite tired out," said 
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Marie. " Won't you rest before you walk all that 
way again ?" 

" I don't feel as if I could," said the boy, kissing 
her affectionately. " Have you been very anxious 
about me V* 

" I am thankful to have you safe back," said Marie 
fervently. " Shall we go, then, Henri ? See, Louis 
is just waking again ! — Can you walk now, darling ?" 
she asked of the little boy, who was sitting up, and 
looking about him with wondering blue eyes. 

"I should like some breakfast," he said, rather 
plaintively. 

" But we haven't got any here, dearest Louis," said 
Marie. "See, then, if you can walk a little way 
down the lane. Henri has found a kind man, who 
will give us some breakfast — real breakfast in the 
house. Shouldn't you like that ?" 

" Yes ; Louis will go," answered the small boy, get- 
ting up with a resigned air. 

" Shall Guillaume carry you some of the way on 
his back?" 'asked that person, as he knelt down in 
front of the child. 

This proposal was eagerly accepted ; and in spite 
of the fears expressed by Marie and Henri that Louis 
would be too heavy for him, Guillaume managed to 
carry him quite half-way down the imeven lane. 
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When they came near the village they halted ; Guil- 
laume set down his burden, and they made them- 
selves look as tidy as they could. Marie brushed 
out Louis's fair curls, and bathed his face ; and Henri 
opened out the roughened plaits which had kept 
Marie's hair from tangling all night, and dusted his 
own jacket and Guillaume's as well as he could 
After all, they felt very shy of appearing before any 
one as guests in then: present trim. But, as Henri 
said, it was no use stopping to think about it ; so 
they went on into the village. 

The street was wide awake and astir now, at any 
r3.te. The whole population seemed to have just 
poured out from the doors of the church, and now stood 
in little groups about the scene of the principal mis- 
chiefs, gesticulatmg, and deploring, in shriU French 
voices, the misfortune which had happened to them. 

A little apart from one of these groups, and talk- 
ing to a little old woman in front of the house first 
fired, stood a tall handsome man in the prime of life, 
and dressed in the slightly distinctive dress of a 
French Protestant minister. Marie did not need 
Henri's whisper, "That's the minister;" and looked 
with eagerness at the grand, quiet face, bent down 
so tenderly towards his poor parishioner. 

" Come home with me, Mfere Agneaux," he was 
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saying ; " and let us pray the Lord to make us thank- 
ful, after aU." 

As ihey turned together, he saw the f oiur children 
coming towards him, and advanced to meet them 
with as graceful a bow as ever Marie had seen her 
mother receive. Henri came forward before she 
could speak. 

'* Here is my sister, monsieur," he said, taking 
Marie's hand ; " and here are my two brothers." 

'' I am rejoiced to make the acquaintance of 
mademoiselle ybur sister," answered the minister, 
with another bow. And then, as Marie raised her 
weary face to his, with a look of childish trust and 
relief, he added, in a tone full of kindness: "My 
poor children, how tired you must be! Breakfast 
will be prepared in my house in a short quarter of 
an hour ; and you should rest at once." 

He led the way into his house as he spoke ; Henri 
pointing, as he did so, to a small hole broken in one 
of the panes. On the threshold they were met by a 
lady, scarcely thirty years " of age, with a sweet, 
happy-looking face, who exclaimed,— 

'' It is all safe, L^on ; thank God, they have taken 
nothing. — ^Ah, Mfere Agneaux ! I am so thoughtless ; 
and you will not guess how I feel for you. You do 
right to come to us." 
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Here she paused, perceiving Marie and the boys. 

" This young lady and her brothers will also 
honour us with their company for a time, my sister," 
said the minister. " This is the young gentleman 
who saved the village;" — and Henri blushed as he 
bowed over the hand which the lady impulsively ex- 
tended to him. "They have come some way, and 
need rest and refreshment. How soon can we have 
breakfast, C^cile ?" 

" But certainly it shall be ready directly," ex- 
claimed Cecile, leading the way into a small, neatly- 
furnished parlour. " Sit down, Mfere Agneaux ; and 
you too, chfere mademoiselle. And breakfast shall be 
here this moment, since those wretches — tiens, 
pardon me, Ldon! — have at least left us our pots 
and pans." 

By the time she had finished her speech, she had 
settled every one, in her kindly, energetic way : 
Mere Agneaux in the one easy chair ; and Marie on 
a low chair at the window, with Louis on a footstool 
by her side. 

" Poor little one ! how tired he looks !" she con- 
tinued, stooping down to stroke the golden curls 
from his forehead. " In one moment ! L^n, I want 
you;" and the graceful little woman glided out of 
the room, followed by her tall brother. 
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She had not been gone a moment, and Marie had 
scarcely time to notice her surroimdings — the one 
rare picture on the wall, the flowers in the window, 
and the homeliness of the furniture — when a man 
strode hastily in, and without appearing to see that 
there was any one else in the room, flung himself 
down on his knees by the side of Mfere Agneaux, 
who had been quietly leaning back with closed eyes. 

" mother, mother!" the children heard him say, 
in stifled tones. 

M^e Agneaux bent her gray head over him, and 
answered very quietly, "*The Lord gave, and the 
Lord hath taken away : blessed be the name of the 
Lord.'" 

" The Lord !" exclaimed the young man, starting 
to his feet, while his black eyes flashed with an angry 
light. " Do you call the king's wickedness and these 
brutes' work the Lord's doing ?" 

"Hush! hush!" answered the old woman, now 
thoroughly alarmed and distressed. " You must not 
say such things." 

"I do not know why not," answered the young 
man moodily. He had noticed the presence of the 
others now, and before he could say any more. 
Mademoiselle C^cile came into the room, with a clean 
white doth hanging over her hand, and a plate of 
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bread, which Henri hastened to take from her. With 
his assistance she covered the table, and arranged 
plates and cups, &c., upon it from a cupboard in the 
room. She welcomed the new-comer to breakfast 
with great cordiality, and returned, after a second 
expedition, with a basket of hot rolls, some freshly- 
boiled eggs, and a jar of honey. Her brother came 
in directly afterwards with a pot of steaming coffee 
and a jug of hot milk. 

" You did not expect to have the rolls this morn- 
ing, did you, L^on ?" she a^ked triumphantly, as they 
gathered round the table. "But I had plenty of 
time to make them while you were out after service. 
I knew you would not think of breakfast till some 
one reminded you." 

It seemed very strange to the four children to sit 
once more at a neatly-arranged table, bare and 
poverty-stricken as this one was, in comparison with 
their own ; and they were very silent, listening to the 
conversation which Cdcile carried on with her brother, 
and hearing fresh particulars of the night's alarm. 

After breakfast, C^cile insisted, with authoritative 
kindness, that the young strangers should not only 
rest, but go at once to bed ; and even Henri, much 
as he longed to be up and about, found himself quietly 
ushered by the minister into an upper room, where the 
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dean sheets and pillows looked so inviting, that he 
and Guillaume began to think the idea was not such 
a bad one after all. They were asleep five minutes 
after they had lain down. 

Marie had needed no such persuading after she 
had seen Louis safely disposed of, and felt that she 
had never really known before what a relief it was 
to get rid of her clothes and lie down in a bed. 

She did not fall asleep quite so readily as her 
brothers ; but she slept long, and it was far on in the 
afternoon before she awoke. ' The warm golden sun- 
light was beginning to steal into the room ; one of 
the windows was a little open, and she heard the 
voices of her two brothers down below. She lay 
quite still for a few moments, feeling as if she were 
still in a dream, and not caring to awake. Then the 
door was softly opened, and the kind face of her 
hostess looked into the room. Seeing that Marie was 
awake, she came to the bedside with Louis, who had 
evidently been washed and dressed with the greatest 
care, though Marie had not even missed him from his 
little bed at the other end of the room. 

"Are you feeling better now, my dear child?" 
asked Mademoiselle C^cile tenderly, as she bent over 
Marie. 

" Ohy it is such a rest 1" breathed Marie out of her 
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full heaxt. And then, moved to sudden confidence, 
she threw her arms around her new friend's neck, 
and kissed her. 

C^cile returned the embrace with equal warmth, 
and then assisted Marie to dress — combing out the 
long black hair more skilfully than Henri had been 
able to manage, and offering even to braid it into the 
fanciful erection of the period; but this Marie did 
not wish. 

« It is so much nicer to feel it hanging loose," she 
said ; " and Henri likes it better so. You don't think 
it unlady-like, do you ?" she added wistfully. 

" No, indeed," answered Mademoiselle Lafleur 
warmly. " If I had my own way, no demoiselle, how- 
ever noble, should wear her hair otherwise. I even 
like it better than the hanging plaits. Now, my 
child, we shall have tea very soon ; will you join your 
brothers in the garden till then, or would you prefer 
to remain quiet downstairs ?" 

"Oh, I should like to go to Henri, please," said 
Marie quickly. 

"Come then, mademoiselle — ^I do not know your 
name," said Mademoiselle Lafleur, who was naturally 
a little curious. 

" Marie de St. Croix," answered the girl, her eyes 
filling with tears. "You know we are Protestant 
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fugitives. It is sca>rce a week since our father, our 
mother, and Aurfele were slain in one day by such 
wretches as came here last night/' 

" My poor child ! " murmured C^cile, greatly 
shocked. 

" I cannot tell you any more just now," said Marie, 
trying to keep back her tears. " But, mademoiselle, 
one feels as if the good Samaritan had been sent to 
us. Call thou me Marie." 

" Indeed I will, dear Marie," answered her new 
friend, embracing her with almost motherly tender- 
ness. 

Dowipjstairs they passed, along a short passage, and 
through a door which led to the minister's garden ; 
and through that they went into the orchard, where 
the three boys were sitting under a tree. They 
sprung up to meet Marie with a cry of delight, and 
were so much engrossed with her that C^cile slipped 
back to her work unperceived, and left them alone. 

"What a strange life ours has been lately!" said 
Henri, leaning back to look at the blue sky between 
the branches. 

"Hasn't it," said Marie, with a deep sigh. "Do 
you know I feel as if we had been travelling, like 
the Arabs, through a desert, and had just got to one 
of those oases in the middle. Shall you not be sorry 
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to leave it again, and go on in that same strange 
way?" 

" I think it was rather a nice sort of way of living," 
observed Louis ; " only I should like to go to bed at 
night, the ground is so hard to go to sleep upon." 

" Poor Louis !" said Henri, patting his little brother's 
head. "'Well, we may at least rest here one day 
more, Marie, for to-morrow is Simday." 

" Is it ? " asked Marie eagerly. " Then that dreadful 
day at St. Louis-de-Linard must have been Sunday." 

" Yes ; we have been five days walking," assented 
Henri. " I wonder what sort of Sundays they have 
here, Marie? There does not seem to be a single 
Catholic in the village." 

"There were very few at home," answered his 
sister quickly. " I wonder if it is so all over France. 
What a strange thing it is, Henri ! I never thought 
about it till the last week or two ; and now I cannot 
understand why every one should not serve Qod in 
his own religion. And it seems so strange that any 
one should like better to pray to the Virgin and the 
saints than to Jesus, or to pray in Latin instead of 
in French." 

"Here is the minister," put in Louis, getting up 
from the grass and running forward to greet Mon- 
sieur Lafleur, for whom he had taken a great fancy. 
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"I came to see if mademoiselle your sister was 
inclined for, tea/' said Monsieur Lafleur as he came 
up. '' It is a little past five, and C^cile bade me tell 
you it was ready." 

M^re Agneaux was again at tea, but her son did 
not appear ; and Henri gathered from their conversa- 
tion that he had already cleared out the ruins of his 
house, with the intention of rebuilding it as soon as 
possible. 

Affcer tea they went out again, and sat in the gar- 
den — all but the minister, who was hard at work 
helping his parishioners to repair the damage done 
to one or two of their homes. He came back about 
nine o'clock, and the day closed with a frugal supper 
of grapes and bread, and a long, earnest prayer offered 
by the minister without a book. 



CHAPTER VL 

HEBT BY THE WAY. 

LONG restful day foDowed, the happieBt 
day that the poor children had known for 
weeks. It was Sunday, and the whole 
population assemhled to worship after the 
Huguenot fashion in the parish church. 
As they walked hack to the minister's 
house afterwards, Henri took occaaion to ask how it 
was that not a single Catholic seemed to belong to 
the village. 

" This parish is one of many which have professed 
the Reformed religion for two or three generaticmB,'' 
replied the minister, " and the Catholics have grad- 
ually died out. We have still one among us, how- 
everj" and he pointed to the chimneys of a house 
which stood by itself a little within the f oreaL * An 
old man lives there alone with two old servants, also 
Catholics ; and he is very bitter against the Befoimed 
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religion. I suppose we have to thank him for our 
pleasant surprise the other night." 

" It seems a dreadful thing that such things should 
be done for religion," said Marie timidly. " If all of 
you agree, for instance, in this one village, to belong 
to the Eef ormed religion, why must you not do so ? 
That one man could go somewhere else, surely; it 
seems so unjust." 

" It is unjust, God knows," answered the minister 
earnestly. " But we are patient for God's sake ; we 
wait his time." 

" I am so tired, Marie," put in little Louis, coming 
to his sister's side and taking her hand. " I am so 
glad to-day is Sunday, and we have not to walk a 
long way!" 

« He is very young for such a journey as you pro- 
pose," said the minister, stooping to take the child 
into his powerful arms. " Do you think he can pos- 
sibly manage it, my dear ?" 

Monsieur Lafleur and his sister knew all about 
their young guests now, and were full of compaa- 
sion for the fate which, alas ! was shared by hun- 
dreds in those troublous times. 

" I cannot tell," answered Marie, with the look of 
womanly care which was often on her young face 
now. " I see nothing else to be done. I do not sup- 
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pose that any letter would reach Father Qabriei 
safely now ; and even if it did, he could do nothing 
for us. We can only go on, and trust in Qod, Henri 
says; and I think he must be right." 

Monsieur Lafleur did not say any more now ; but 
in the afternoon, when they had all gone for a little 
walk into the forest, and C^ile had gone on in front 
with the two younger boys, he proposed to sit down 
and wait for their return. They had scarcely seated 
themselves, when he said abruptly to Henri, " Your 
sister tells me that you think there is no choice for 
you but to go towards Bordeaux in the same fashion 
that you have begim." 

" I know of no other," said Henri, rather surprised. 
" We cannot afford to go in any other way." 

"And I cannot afford to send you," said the 
minister, sadly; "but I do not think either your 
sister or Louis is fit for such a journey." 

"Oh, indeed, monsieur," exclaimed Marie, "I am 
much stronger than I look, and have always been 
used to long walks." 

" You should not do it if I could help it," said 
Henri ; " but, as I said before, I do not see what else 
is left for us to do." 

"What do you think of my plan?" asked the 
minister, very kindly, — " that you should leave your 
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sister and Lotus with us — ^we would do our very 
best for them — and that you and Guillaume should 
make your way to Amsterdam, and write for them 
when you have found your friends." 

Henri turned his face downwards on the groimd, 
and answered not a word. Marie had sprung to her 
feet as the minister spoke, and scarcely waited for the 
end of his speech to burst out with her eager protest: 

'* monsieur ! — ^no, no — ^a thousand times no. We 
might as well die at once as be separated from one 
another. — ^Henri, speak ; tell him that you and I, at 
any rate, will never part." 

" It might be our duty, you know, Marie," answered 
Henri, in a smothered voice. 

" O Henri ! " she cried piteously, " I cannot bear it. 
First mamma, then papa, then Aur^le all gone ; and 
now you — ^you are all I have left; I cannot part from 
you." 

"I will leave you for a little while to think it 
over," said the minister, getting up. "You will, 
perhaps, be better able to decide by yourselves." He 
laid his hand upon Marie's head for an instant in 
passing, and heard her say as he passed out of sight, 
"O Henri, speak to me! Indeed I will try to do 
right. I will bear it, if it be God's will." 

He had not gone far before he came upon his 
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sister, also sitting down, with Louis leaning against 
her, and Guillaume lying in his favourite position on 
the grass. " They are talking it over between them," 
he said, in answer to a look from his sister; and then 
he sat down beside them, and they talked together 
with long pauses of delicious idleness for some time. 
At length C^cile declared that it was time to go back 
to tea, and they rose obediently to join the others. 
Monsieur Lafleur went on a little in advance, and 
soon came upon Henri and Marie. 

They were sitting silently together, but Henri rose 
at his approach, and spoke hurriedly: — ^''We have 
thought it well over, monsieur ; and though we shall 
ever be grateful to you for all your kindness, we 
think, on the whole, that we may still try to go on 
in the same way. Papa would have wished it if 
possible," he continued nervously; "and perhaps, 
monsieur, there are really some reasons why it might 
not be a good plan. In these times you might soon 
be in trouble yourself — ^pardon me if I am wrong to 
say so — ^and there might even be a great chance of 
our never finding each other again. At present we 
can pretty well manage to go on imnoticed; and 
though, of course, we are tired, we are none of us 
really the worse for more than a week of such 
travelling." 
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"Perhaps you are right," said the minister, who 
had listened to Henri's speech in perfect silence. 
" My life is not my own, and even my sister might 
not always be able to remain here. It is decided, 
then, my dear children. May God keep you ! " 

" And, O monsieur ! " exclaimed Marie, breathlessly, 
venturing to take his hand, as she looked up plead- 
ingly into his face, "you will know how we long to 
thank you, how grateful we really are, and how we 
shall ask God every night to bless you." 

The minister bent down and kissed the little hand 
that rested so confidingly in his. " Thank you, my 
dear," he said; " I also will not forget you." 

No one spoke of the plan again during the walk ; 
but C^cile, when she afterwards heard from her 
brother of its non-success, was very much disap- 
pointed, and could scarcely be brought to see that the 
children might after all be in the right. She longed 
especially to keep little Louis; but did not say 
anything more to Marie, as her brother seemed not to 
wish it. Indeed, he had good reason to know that 
his life was now no longer to be counted upon; 
and little as he thought the children fit for so long a 
journey, he was inclined to think that such a risk 
was perhaps the least of the two. Henri had 
written to Father Gabriel to tell him of their safety, 
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and he had undertaken to forward the letter; but 
there was little chance of its ever reaching him. 

At least, they did all they could to make the 
children'8 journey easier. A peasant belonging to 
the village willingly undertook to drive them in his 
cart as far as the next town, about eleven miles 
distant, and to direct them from there to a house 
where they might rest in safety for the night ; and 
C^cUe sUpped the greater part of her scanty store of 
money into Louis's pocket, with directions to give the 
packet to Marie the last thing at night. 

It was not much past eight o'clock in the morning 
when the rough, springless conveyance came to the 
door, and C^cile and her brother came out to see the 
children start. It was a sad parting, for they seemed 
to have become close friends in this little while, and 
there were tears in the eyes of more than one as 
they said good-bye. However, none but cheerful 
words were spoken. They drove quickly away; and 
looking back once more at the comer, they saw 
C^cile and her brother still standing in the sunlight 
with hopeful, smiling faces, and waving a last greet- 
ing as the cart turned round the comer. 




CHAPTER Vn. 

ON THE MABGH AGAIN. 

[HE four children had a very pleasant though 
somewhat silent drive to the town. Their 
driver was a good-natured but very ignorant 
man, and his patois was so bad that Henri 
found it difficult to understand him when he did 
speak. He drove them almost through the town, 
and drew up at a small hotel which stood on the 
outskirts. Here he said they could rest and dine if 
they chose; he should remain here for an hour or 
two, and before they left he would direct them on 
their way. However, a^ it was necessary for the 
children to spend as little as possible, and as 
Mademoiselle Lafleur had made up a little parcel of 
food which they had not yet touched, they parted 
from him at onde, with mauy thanks and oflFers of 
money which he utterly refused to take. 

Following the road which he pointed out to them, 
they soon left the town behind, and shared their 
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simple meal in a quiet lane. It was now about one 
o'clock, and the sun was very hot, so that they 
agreed not to walk any further just yet, as less than 
three hours' walking would bring them to the place 
where they meant to spend the night. Henri fell 
asleep; Louis persuaded Quillaume to tell him a stoiy; 
and Marie leant back against the mossy bank on 
which they were sitting with the intention of listen- 
ing too. But her thoughts soon strayed to the happy 
days which seemed so long ago, and she forgot all 
about their present situation. 

It was Guillaume who, at the end of his second 
story more than an hour and a half afterwards, 
suggested that they had better not stay too long in 
one place, and asked Marie if she were not rested. 

" Oh, Guillaume, I had forgotten all about the time," 
answered Marie, waking out of her day-dream. " Of 
course we ought to be going on, though it seems a 
shame to waken Henri." 

Exactly at this moment Henri opened his eyes, 
and, remembering instantly their position, jumped 
up with the exclamation, "What! have I been 
asleep ? Why did you not wake me, Marie ? " 

" Guillaume has only just reminded me that we 
ought to be going on," she said. " I had forgotten all 
about it ; but I think we have plenty of time." 
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They set out once more on their journey ; but the 
day was still very oppressive, and they did not get on 
so fast as usual After a time they came to a place 
where two roads met, and were puzzled to know 
which to take. One was a continuation of the lane 
down which they had come, and was cool and shady 
in comparison with the other — ^a straight, dusty road 
between two walls which led through vineyards. 
Marie felt sure that the driver had told them to turn 
off here ; while the boys inclined to think that he 
had told them to keep to the left along the lane. As 
Marie found herself in a minority, she soon gave 
way, and they went on along the lane for a long 
way. It grew dreadfully rough, little more than a 
cart-track through waste ground thickly scattered 
with underwood and stimted trees. 

" I think we must have come wrong after all," said 
Henri ruefully, as they paused for a moment a^d sat 
down to rest. " This is no regular road at all now." 

"It may get better again farther on," remarked 
Marie, hopefully. 

"I think you were right, Marie," continued her 
brother. " I wish we had taken the other road. I 
am afraid it is almost too late to turn back to-night ; 
and yet there does not seem much chance of our find- 
ing any shelter along here." 

{fan) g 
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" Well, it won't be the first time we have slept on 
the ground," said Guillaume cheerfully. " It is hot 
enough for anything, and we shall easUy find a safe 
place to sleep in." 

" Well, we have still plenty of daylight left," said 
Henri, getting up again; "and we may get out of 
this wilderness again before we need think of stop- 
ping for the night. — Shall we go on, Marie ? " 

They went on for some distance ; but the road did 
not improve, and the ground on their right rose in a 
steep bank to the height of a hundred feet. The chil- 
dren grew very tired, as they had now been walking 
almost continuously for nearly four hours. They 
were just on the point of settling to go no further, 
and to find a good place to sleep in, when a sudden 
turn in the road brought them in sight of a small log* 
house standing quite by itself a little apart from the 
roaxi There was no sign of human habitation; and, 
after the first exclamation of relief, they began to 
hesitate about approaching it. It was clearly not the 
one to which they had been directed, and they had 
always been rather shy of strange houses. However, 
they agreed to walk round it and see what they could 
see before knocking at the door. 

As they approached they heard a sound which at 
once made them forget all their doubts, and hasten 
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forward. It was the voice of a woman calling for 
help, but feebly, as if she were almost exhausted. 

Henri ran to the door, which was unfastened, and 
yielded readily to his push. The voice came from 
the room above, and he hastily moimted the rough 
step-ladder, followed by the other three. 

The woman was lying upon a low bedstead in a 
comer of the room, bound hand and foot, so that she 
could not move. There was no one else in the room; 
and as the children crowded forward to help her, the 
sudden relief was too much for her, and she fainted 
away. 

Louis began to cry. Guillaume looked round for 
water, and seeing none, slipped downstairs again to 
look for some. Marie raised the poor woman's head, 
and Henri set instantly to work at the cords which 
bound her. By the time Guillaume returned with 
the water she had opened her eyes again, and, as her 
consciousness returned, she cried out in a voice of 
agony, " My baby ! O my baby ! " 

The children started, and looked round ; but there 
w»8 no baby anywhere, and a horrible idea came into 
Henri's mind that perhaps the woman was mad. But 
she cried out again, pointing to the door into a little 
inner room, " The baby — ^my baby — ^it has. stopped 
crying for the last hour ! My God — if it is dead ! " 



116 ON THE MABOH AGAIN. 

Marie ran into the other room, and there, lying in 
a rough wooden cradle at the window, was the 
apparently lifeless form of an infant about six months 
old. She bent over it with a beating heart ; but before 
she could lift it the mother was behind her, having 
burst the last fastening of her bonds. She sank down 
on the floor as she caught her child in her arms. 

There was a moment's breathless suspense while 
she listened intently for the infant's breath. Marie 
never forgot the rapturous cry, " Alive ! she is alive 
yet ! Milk — ^have they left me none, then ? " 

Marie ran downstairs, and after a few minutes' 
hurried search discovered a jug half full of milk in 
one of the cupboards, and a cup, which she brought 
upstairs, and at which the poor mother snatchckl 
eagerly. At first it seemed of no use: the child was 
faint and drowsy, and refused all food; but after 
some time a spoonful of the milk was swallowed, and 
the child showed signs of returning life. The mother 
did not cease her efibrts till she had disposed of quite 
haK a cupful of milk, and a faint colour returned to 
the baby's cheek, when she put the milk aside and 
rocked L child in her arms Then. a. if she became 
aware of the children's presence for the first time, she 
looked up from her child at Marie, and said, in a 
weary, patient voice, — 
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" Mademoiselle will think I have no manners ; but I 
have been well-nigh driven out of my mind. The 
good Qod sent help as if by an angel ; for none pass 
this way in general. I caimot ask mademoiselle to 
sit down here; but if she and these young gentlemen 
will condescend to come downstairs, everything is at 
their service." 

"Are you strong enough to move about just 
yet?" asked Marie kindly. "Do drink a little of 
this milk yourself. You must want it almost as 
much as the baby. Rest a few minutes longer," 
she continued, as the three boys stole quietly down- 
stairs, "and then you shall come down and tell us all 
about it." 

The poor woman leant back again with closed eyes, 
still, however, murmuring thanks and blessings on 
her imknown benefactors. 

After a few minutes the baby began to cry — the 
sweetest sound that the world contained just then for 
the poor mother. She rose to her feet and walked 
tip and down ; and when it again became quiet, she 
invited Marie to follow her downstairs. In the room 
below she foimd the three boys, who were eager in 
their inquiries after the poor little baby. Nothing 
had been taken from the house, which was, indeed, 
too poor to attract even the most avaricious; and tha 
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woman hastened to set what poor food she had in 
store before her visitors, who were hungry enough to 
enjoy anything. In the course of the evening she told 
them that her husband had been a woodcutter, and 
had died about six months ago, just before the birth 
of his child. She had lived here very quietly ever 
since, subsisting chiefly on the produce of her poultry; 
but that morning, about seven o'clock, a small troop 
of horsemen had ridden up to the door and demanded 
food. She had nothing in the house but such poor 
supply of bread and milk as mademoiselle was now 
kind enough to share; and they were very angry, and 
had called her a heretic, — which indeed she could not 
deny, that being one reason why she still lived there 
by herself. Then they grew worse and worse, and 
only one man prevented the rest from laying hands 
on her. He had got them away at last, but not 
before they had fastened her down as mademoiselle 
had just seen. And there was her baby in the next 
room crying — crying. Ah, she prayed God that 
mademoiselle might never know such a day as she had 
spent! 

The poor woman was even more devoted to her 
guests when she found that they were one in faith and 
suffering with herself. She offered them shelter for 
the night before they had time to ask it, and busied 
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herself in arranging her scanty furniture for that 
purpose directly after tea. They retired to rest very 
soon afterwards, though it was some time before 
sleep came to either Marie or Henri. 

It was another bright day when Marie woke up 
the next morning ; and dressing herself and Louis as 
quickly as possible, she sent him to see if the boys 
were awake, and went herself to breathe the fresh 
morning air outside the house. 

She was struck for the first time by the beauty of 
this woodland home. There was a tolerably wide 
expanse of grass, with scanty clumps of brushwood, 
between the house and the steep bank — almost ap- 
proaching the dignity of a cliff — which they had 
passed beside the night before. Behind was the 
forest ; and single trees grew pretty thickly on either 
side. A little to the left there was a picturesque, 
moss-covered shed ; in front of which stood her 
hostess — dad in coarse, blue linen and a bright red 
handkerchief — throwing com to a large flock of 
poultry. Marie went to meet her, and received a 
cheery " Good morning." 

"At least, I am glad that they have not taken 
your hens, madame," she said. 

" There were four fine ones just ready for market," 
answered the widow, in a tone of regret, " and they 
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have taken them ; the rest ran into the forest. But 
one is thankful not to have lost more." 

Marie stood and admired the pretty creatures, and 
asked questions about them, till her brothers came 
running out ; and the widow proposed that they 
should have some breakfast. 

Soon afterwards they started once more on their 
journey, accompanied for some way by the widow, 
in order that they should not again miss their way. 
The right road was not nearly so pretty, as it led for 
miles through vineyards ; and often the walls on 
either side of the road rose so high as to shut out 
everything from the sight but the rough and endless 
road. It was too early yet for the gathering of the 
grapes, and very few people were to be met. Moreover, 
soon after they had entered the main road, the sky 
clouded over and rain began to faU, — a straight, 
heavy downpour, from which there was no escape. 
They thought at first of waiting till the rain was 
over, but could find no shelter which would really 
protect them ; and, besides, it seemed likely to rain 
for some time. 

That was a dreary day. It never ceased raining; 
and they plodded on, wet to the skin, scarcely ventur- 
ing to sit down, and only eating a hurried, uncom- 
fortable meal in the middle of the day. 
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" What shall we do to-night, Henri ?" asked Louis, 
about five o'doek, after a long silence. " We can't 
sleep out of doors to-night." 

" No, dear, I suppose not," said Henri. " We must 
stay and sleep in St. (Vermin to-night, instead of 
passing through it, as we did at St. Etienne." 

" Do you think we shall soon be there ?" asked 
Louis, wistfully. "I am so tired, and the road is 
getting so muddy I keep slipping." 

" Poor Louis !" at once said his brothers and sister ; 
whHe Guillaume and Henri offered to carry him on a 
" queen's cushion," and did so for some way, till he 
said he would rather try to walk again. 

It seemed a long, long road to St. Germin ; and 
Henri had begun to fear that they must have again 
missed the way, before on a Httle rismg ground they 
caught sight of its lights beneath them. 

By this time they were thoroughly drenched. The 
rain was stiU falling heavily, and Louis even com- 
plained that he was cold. They were glad of the 
gathering twilight as they passed along the damp 
and dimly-lighted streets, and glanced timidly at the 
different sign-boards. It would be the first time in 
theur lives that any of them had slept in any sort of 
hotel; and Marie especially looked forward to this 
new experience with actual dread. More than once 
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they passed a likely-looking place, after a little con- 
sultation, without being able to make up their minds 
to enter. 

At length, in a quiet street, they came to one 
where everything looked cleaner and more pleasant 
than those of the same grade which they had passed 
The door was open, and showed two rooms — one on 
either side of a passage. The one on the left was, 
indeed, full of men smoking and drinking, but they 
were tolerably quiet ; and through the open door of 
the other room they saw a stout, comely woman, 
sitting near the threshold, with an expression of 
frankness and good-humour which inclined them to 
approach her. 

It was agreed that Henri should speak to her, and 
ask if they could have lodging for the night, as it 
was raining too heavily for them to go further. 

She looked rather sharply at him for a moment ; 
and then replied, in somewhat shrill tones, that she 
might perhaps have beds, but, for example, she was 
not accustomed to have tramps in her house. 

" But, indeed, we are not tramps," pleaded Marie, 
finding that Henri did not speak in answer to this 
charge. " We are on a journey to see some friends, 
and it is raining so that we do not want to go further 
to-night." 
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" But certainly it is not a fit night for such a pack 
of children/' said the woman, not unkindly. " Haven't 
you got any one to look after you better than that ? 
That poor child ought to be in bed this moment." 

And here she most unexpectedly took Louis up in 
her lap, and gave him a sounding kiss ; treatment 
which Marie had to make him a hasty sign not to 
resent. 

" I suppose, now, you've no money," was her next 
remark. 

"Yes, we have; I think enough to pay for our 
lodging. And we should like some supper too, if not 
inconvenient to madame," said Henri, with courtesy, 
which flattered the woman, though it caused her to 
look at him with curiosity. 

" Jeanne I Jeanne I" she cried out, turning towards 
the door. And as the summons was answered by a 
tall, rosy-cheeked damsel of eighteen, she continued : 
" Quick, then I Here are some poor, little, half - 
drowned wretches who want supper and lodging. 
They must have dry clothes first, it strikes me, imless 
they all want to die of a fever to-morrow. Do you 
take the two boys to the lads' room, and give them a 
drop of hot water, and any clothes of Jacques or 
Henri while their own are drying. I'll look after 
the girl and the little one." 
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Marie and Henri, who had with difficulty sup- 
pressed a burst of laughter at this novel description 
of themselves, now joined in expressing their warmest 
thanks to the kind-hearted woman. 

" Tiena ! tiens !" was all her remark. " Martbe 
Pierrot is not the woman to turn out such a set of 
children on a night like this." And she bustled off 
with Marie and Louis in such an energetic manner, 
that before Marie knew where she was, she found 
herself enveloped in dry clothes from head to foot, 
with Jeanne's Sunday gown (which touched the 
ground) upon her ; and beheld Louis — looking still 
odder, but every inch the little gentleman that he 
wa^-in a rough sort of jersey and a pair of loose 
gray drawers. 

Coming back into the cheerful little salon, they 
found Jeanne busy spreading a doth upon the table ; 
and when the boys came in, equally odd in their 
attire, madame speedily supplied them with some 
excellent soup, fried eggs, and an omelet, which 
they all thought delicious. 

During their meal she took up her knitting, and 
plied them with questions which they f oimd rather 
difficult to answer. At last she asked Henri his 
name. 

" Henri Linard," he replied, without hesitation, as 
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they had beforehand agreed that this was a name 
they could honestly adopt, since all the boys had it 
by baptism. 

"Linardl" she repeated musingly. "But yes, it 
is not a common name. Now, which of you might 
be the oldest — ^you or your sister ?" 

"We are twins," said both children, speaking at 
once. 

" Ah, that accounts for my not being able to tell," 
remarked Madame Pierrot, sagely. " And how old is 
the little one ?" 

*' Louis is five," said Henri. 

" Poor little thing ! He is not fit for such a long 
walk. Your mother should have known better than 
to send him with you." 

The tears sprang to Marie's eyes as she answered, 
with a sob, " Our mother is dead !" 

." Tiens! tiefns /" exclaimed the woman, in vexation 
at her own mistake. " Poor little things ! And so 
there is no one to look after you ! — one might cer- 
tainly have guessed it. Well, you shall be seen to 
to-night, at any rate ; and to-morrow you don't stir 
unless the weather's clear." 

Jeanne, who had been serving the men in the 
other room, now came back again ; and shortly 
after Jacques and Henri, merry little lads of thirteen 
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and fourteen, came in from a visit to some neigh- 
bours. Madame Pierrot insisted on Louis going to 
bed, and the three older ones were thankful to follow 
his example. Their prayers were more fervent than 
ever that night, God had guided them so wonder- 
fully. 

The next morning, to their great relief, was fine 
and clear; so, after eating an excellent break&st, 
and paying a more moderate bill than they had 
feared, they took leave of their kind hostess with 
heartfelt thanks, and set out once more upon theif 
journey. 




CHAPTER Vm 

A TBBBIBLE NIGHT. 

\T was a lovely afternoon in the end of August, 
rather more than a week after the events 
just related. In a beautiful French valley, 
through the middle of which ran a clear, 
sparkling river, its steep sides clothed 
with forest, four children were just sitting down to 
rest beneath the spreading branches of a sycamore 
tree. 

It was a very pretty scene, and rest was very 
pleasant to the four De Si Croix, who had already 
oome eight miles that day, and had to accomplish 
some four more before they should encamp for the 
night. They had grown very fond of their gipsy 
life, now that they were accustomed to roughing it ; 
and, except perhaps Louis, who looked rather white 
and fragile, were all as strong and well as possible, 
and able to accomplish their twelve miles a day 
without difficulty, even though Henri and Guillaume 



128 A TERRIBLE NIGHT. 

generally carried Louis by turns during the last two 
or three. The two older boys were decidedly sun- 
burned ; and Marie's colour was a little deeper than 
in the days of her grandeur, but her large hat had 
kept her complexion pretty fair. 

To-day was Guillaume's birth-day, — a very differ- 
ent birth-day from any they had hitherto kept 
Marie had thought about it all the preceding day; 
but when the morning came, and she and Henri had 
met him with flattering congratulations, he had 
turned away, and they had not spoken of it again. 

They were now talking of the prospects of their 
^oumey. The money was holding out pretty well : 
there were still eight gold pieces untouched, and 
Marie carried twelve francs in silver. There would 
have been more, but that two nights, besides the one 
they spent at St. Germin, had been too wet to sleep 
out of doors, and they had had to pay for lodging. 
However, Henri calculated that they had accom- 
plished quite a third of their journey to the coast 
without spending a thh-d of their money, and was 
rather inclined to forget that the French coast was 
not their journey's end. 

" Well, I suppose we ought to be going," he said 
at length, getting up with a little sigh of regret 

" It is so still and pleajsant just here," said Maria 
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" listen ! do you hear the wood-pigeons across the 
valley ? How pleasant it is to be in a pretty country 
again, after those dreary vineyards that we have 
been passing through lately !" 

"Yes, it makes a great difference," replied her 
brother. " But I am afraid we must not stay here 
any longer now; from what we heard, it must be 
some way yet to Yonneville, and our path farther on, 
you may see, runs right into the belt of forest." 

" Louis is asleep," remarked Guillaume. 

" Asleep I " exclaimed Henri. " Why, it is scarcely 
three hours since dinner. He looks very tired, 
though, poor little fellow," he added, regarding the 
child wistfully. 

" I'm afraid he ought not to walk so much," sighed 
Marie; "and yet I don't see how we can help it. 
Our money won't last unless we make at least 
twelve miles a day. And Louis is scarcely six 
years old I " 

" He need not walk any more to-night, at any 
rate," said Guillaume. " I can carry him ; and if 
you would slip your arm imder him so, Marie, and 
help me to raise him, I think I can take him up 
without waking him." 

Louis's sleep was too sound to be disturbed by 
their gentle movements, and they walked on at as 

(«18) 9 
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brisk a pace as Guillaume's burden would allow. 
About a mile farther on they entered the forest, and 
found some difficulty in keeping the slightly-traced 
path. Louis was transferred to Henri, and, waking 
suddenly, was frightened at the silence and the 
gathering darkness of the forest. For some time the 
three others were entirely occupied in trying to 
soothe him and divert his thoughts; and no one 
thought again about the path till Henri, choosing a 
moment when Guillaume was intent on Louis, 
whispered to Marie, — 

" Marie, I am afraid we are going wrong. I am 
almost sure that we have got into a dry water-course 
instead of the path." 

Marie gazed at him with a face of blank dismay, 
and, but for his instant sign of caution, might have 
broken out into exclamations which would have 
alarmed Louis still more. 

" What shall we do ? " she whispered at length. 

" I scarcely know," was his answer. " (Jo on, I 
suppose. I don't think we have altered our course 
since we came into the wood; and Yonneville lies 
nearly straight ahead, as far as I can make out. It 
may prove that we have only taken a shorter and 
rougher way ; and, at any rate, I think we should only 
get more hopelessly lost if we tried to find the path 
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now, it is 80 dark. — ^Don't you think so?" he added, 
seeing that Quillaume had listened to his last speech. 

Quillanme nodded briefly, and went on talking to 
Louia For some time they pressed on in the dark- 
neas. stambli^g frequenti/ Jd silent with a growing 
sense of loneliness and fear. The wood grew thicker 
than ever, and at last every vestige of a path 
vanished, and they had to thread their way between 
the trees as best they could. 

Suddenly Henri, who walked first, came to a stand- 
still, exclaiming, " Hark ! did you hear that ? " 

** I heard something," said Marie eagerly. " Listen! 
what can it be ? — Hush, Louis darling ! " — ^for Louis, 
thoroughly tired out, and startled from an uneasy 
doze on Henri's shoulder, was beginning to cry. 

Marie's caress silenced him, and they all stood still 
for a few moments, listening breathlessly. 

Again they heard the sound, and this time quite 
plainly. It was the sound of a hymn sung by many 
voices at some distance in front. 

A cry of relief broke from the three elder children. 
Though they had never attended such services with 
their father and mother, they had once before in the 
course of their journey come upon a night service 
held by the Huguenots, and they knew what the 
sound meant 
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" Come on, Marie," cried Henri, springing forward, 
as if Louis had been but a feather's weight; "we 
are all right now." 

Making their way through the forest in a some- 
what break-neck fashion, they in a short time came 
so near that the words of the hymn were distinctly 
audible. It was one they knew well ; and with one 
consent they joined in the grand old song, and, so 
singing, they came out upon the open space where 
the assembly was being held. 

But truly they came out upon a scene which they 
never afterwards forgot. The clearing was more 
than two acres in extent, and was one dark swaying 
mass of human beings. From nearly a thousand 
voices the sound went up of that great solemn 
hymn, as from one man. The dim light of a young 
moon only threw out in stronger relief the black, 
background of the forest against a paler sky. Then, 
with a tremendous echoing " Amen," the hymn ceased; 
the great heaving mass swayed, as if shaken by a 
wind, and fell down ; a thousand heads were bowed 
in a breathless hush waiting for prayer. 

On a natural rock pulpit, in the midst of this great 
forest-temple, knelt a single man. Even in the dim 
light they could see his upturned face, radiant with 
the light of a great inspiration. After a moment's 
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pause he b^an to pray ; and in that intense living 
silence his every word fell clearly on the ears of the 
assembly. He lifted up his arms to heaven, and 
poured out all his fervent soul in an appeal to Grod. 

He prayed for the country, torn and distracted 
with a thousand dissensions. He prayed for the 
Church, the "remnant of the faithful," driven out 
and despised of men. He prayed for the king, that 
he might be pardoned in this thing, and might be 
brought to a better mind. He prayed for all those 
in sorrow or in danger or in temptation at that 
moment, that they might be saved, comforted, and 
strengthened in the right way. He prayed for all 
those kneeling there, that they might be faithful 
unto death, and die in the true faith of our Lord 
Jesus CShrist. 

It was a long prayer; and when he ceased, the 
congregation rose with a rustle as of the leaves on a 
thousand trees. But the preacher remained kneeling 
for some moments, with his face hidden in his hands. 

At length he rose, and stood, still silent, before the 
people, his arms hanging straight by his sides. 

" How long, Lord, how long ? " The words rang 
out suddenly like a cry of anguish on the still night 
air. 

" How long, Lord, shall thy people be trodden 
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under foot and driven like sheep ? How long shall 
thine altars be desecrated with a mockery of worship? 
How long shall the whole creation groan with travail 
for thy coming, Lord most holy — God most 
mighty — Lord God, just Ruler of heaven and 
earth?" 

True outburst of a true heart, the flood of his elo- 
quence swept on, and his hearers stood entranced. 
For more than an hour he spoke to them, pleading, 
exhorting, threatening, and dilating on the love of 
God, and the need of patient continuance in well-doing. 

At length his arms fell again, and he made a pause 
— ^a long, dead pause. No one moved; and when 
he spoke again, his voice grew deep and almost harsh 
with feeling. 

" I have spoken to you to-night of the many evils 
under which we of the true Church groan. I have 
exhorted you generally to patience, to steadfast faith, 
to courage in the cause of God. But I have some- 
what still to say to you. I will speak now of one 
particular evil, under which not one but many 
of you who now listen to me are groaning in im- 
potent despair. I will speak now of one particular 
thing which waits for you to do ; of one particular 
effort of faith and courage in the cause of God which 
you must make to-night. 
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** There are things which must be borne. There 
are afflictions which it is the part of a good Christian 
to endure. We have been driven out from our 
churches. We have been forced to fly from our homes, 
and to live as the Son of man, who had not where to 
lay his head. We have seen our dear ones butchered 
before our eyes for daring to worship God in the 
simple and pure faith that his Son taught. We have 
been plundered, stripped, beaten. AH this and more, 
even unto death, it is fit that we should bear. 

" But there is one thing that we should not bear, 
that it is a shame and a disgrace that we should bear. 
I speak as to wise men ; judge ye what I say. They 
have taken our children, the souls that God gave us 
to rear for his glory, and they think to bring them 
up in the old darkness, alien from a merciful God, 
conceiving hard things of him who is our Father, 
hating instead of honouring the father and mother 
whom he has given them on earth. 

" Is this a thing to be borne ? Shall we who have 
been brought by God's mercy to a knowledge of his 
true light, and who have purged out the falsehood 
from among us — shall we sit with folded hands while 
these things are being done ? i 

" I will .speak yet more plainly. Is there one of 
you here to-night who does not know that within a 
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mile of our town of Cahuzac, within scarce half a 
mile of the spot whereon we stand, thirty-three of 
our children, torn within the last three months from 
the hosoms of their mothers, and immured in walls 
both material and spuitual, are learmng to love that 
which is an abomination unto the Lord — ^learning to 
hate the light and truth which it is our part to teach 
them? 

" I tell you, fathers and mothers, that of you shall 
these thirty-three orphaned souls be required. I tell 
you— you who by God's grace are safe in his fold- 
that of you shall be required these thirty-three 
perishing souls. I tell you, oh my brethren, that of 
every one of you — ^yea, and of me also — ^will it be 
demanded in the last day, in the day of judgment, 
Give accoimt of those thirty-three souls ! " 

He paused again, and the dark mass surged once 
more, and a low murmur arose like the storm-swell 
far off; but his arms were still outstretched — ^he had 
not yet finished. 

"This, brethren, we must do, and that quickly. 
This very night must this thing be accomplished. 
And now I will tell you how it must be accomplished. 
There must be no violence, no plunder ; not a hair of 
the head of these women must be harmed; all must 
be done decently and in order. We must do this 
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thing, and we must do it as Christian men, working 
in a just cause. So only, my brethren, shall this 
thing be acceptable unto the Lord." 

His arms dropped, and, as if the tongues of all that 
crowd were suddenly loosened, a great clamour of con- 
fused cries shook the air, among which the only dis- 
tinguishable words were : " Rescue ! rescue ! — to the 
rescue I — ^to the convent, the convent !" 

Then he once more solemnly stretched out his 
arms to heaven, and the storm of sound sank and 
fell before him in a breathless silence. The dim 
light shone upon his face, and he spoke again with a 
voice that thrilled to the heai*t of the remotest 
listener. 

"It is spoken. I charge you, all that hear me 
now, to follow me — ^in the name of the Father, and 
of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost." 

As he ended he leaped down and pressed on through 
the crowd, which turned with one impulse to follow 
him, bursting with one accord into a stirring battle- 
hymn as they hurried on. When the four children 
had first come upon the ground, many of the out- 
siders, who saw that they were strangers, had with 
ready courtesy moved aside to let them pass on, so 
that by the time the service ended they were in the 
thick of the crowd, and were obliged to follow its 
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movement even had they not wished it. It was very 
difficult for them, and especially for Guillaume, who 
had now charge of Louis, to keep up with the swift 
marching pace of the congregation ; but in the dark- 
ness they had no choice but to stumble on breath- 
lessly, sheer desperation alone enabling them to 
do so. 

Marie felt as if she were moving on in an endless 
dream. The swift movement through interminable 
forest trees, the darkness, the tramp of a thousand 
feet around her, and the singing of a thousand voices 
in that echoing hymn, seemed almost too bewilder- 
ing to be real. She could only cling tremblingly to 
Henri's hand, and follow with the rest as fast as her 
feet could carry her. 

Once Henri paused for one moment to take Louis 
from his brother, and even in that moment the pres- 
sure was so great that Marie fell, and Guillaume 
dragged her up and on almost by main force. After 
what seemed hours to Marie, but was really not half 
an hour, the forest thinned and fell away, and they 
passed into a small open valley. Here there was 
no sign of human habitation, except one great 
block of buildings standing near the opposite -edge 
of the forest; evidently the convent which was their 
object. 
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Still ftinging the hymn, which they had only finished 
to begin again, the greiat human wave swept across 
the half -reaped field, and surged round the high dark 
walls. One or two lights flitted hastily from one 
part of the building to another, but there was no 
sound at their approad^. 

The hymn of the besiegers ended, and Marie found 
herself pressed back again with her brother by the 
crowd, who were evidently being arrayed in some- 
thing like order, a short distance from the walls, by 
the preacher, whose voice they could hear above all 
the rest, though they could not yet distinguish what 
he said. 

At length he managed to restore silence, and they 
made out that he, in company with one or two more, 
advanced to the great door of the convent, and 
knocked and rang in due form. After some little 
time a little grated door was opened, and a face 
appeared, at the sight of which even the murmur of 
the crowd was silenced utterly, that all might hear 
what sl^e had to say. 

Evexf then her speech was inaudible to those who 
were not in the front rank, but the preacher's voice 
rang out clearly in answer, — 

" We wish to speak with the lady abbess, to demand 
from her the immediate surrender of the thirty -three 
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ciiildren of the Reformed religion unlawfully detained 
within these walls." 

An answer was returned almost immediately, to 
the effect that the lady abbess gave audience to no 
person at that hour of the night, and must request 
the gentleman who spoke immediately to withdraw 
with his followers. 

An angry clamour rose from the expectant crowd, 
silenced at once by a gesture from the preacher. 

"Tell the lady abbess," he answered boldly, ''that 
we regret to cause her any inconvenience, but that 
we refuse to leave this spot until our children are 
delivered up to us." 

With little delay they received for answer that 
the abbess knew nothing of any children of the 
Reformed religion; that there were some children 
in the convent, but that, by the blessing of Our 
Lady, they were all good Catholics. 

A storm of execration burst from the crowd, when 
they understood this answer, beyond the power of 
the preacher to silence. Threats, groans, and shouts 
for the lady abbess continued without intermission, 
till Marie wondered when it would end. 

She found a comfortable and safe resting-place in 
the arm of a splendid tree for Louis, and stood by 
his side ready to take him in her arms again should 



A TEKRIBLE NIGHT. 141 

there prove the least occasion. Henri and Quillaume 
grew tremendously excited, though they still remained 
by their sister instead of pressing to the front. 

The outcry grew frightful, and some of the rougher 
of the mob even began to throw stones at the win- 
dows, giving unmistakable hints that they would 
not be restrained much longer. At this juncture 
word was passed along the crowd that the abbess 
was coming to the balcony to speak with them, and 
the riotous members were brought back to order. 

In a few moments a long narrow window which 
led on to a small stone balcony just above the great 
door was opened, and a tall, stately figure appeared, 
quite alone. A few of the foremost in rank had 
contrived to possess themselves of torches of some 
sort, and in the red, fitful light she was plainly seen. 
Her dress was long, white, and fiowing ; a peculiar 
black head-dress passed round her face, and descended 
some way upon her shoulders. Her face was not 
clearly visible, but the clear firm tones which rang 
out through the silence which followed her appear- 
ance showed plainly what sort of expression it 
wore. 

"I am told, messieurs, that you desire to speak 
with me. Tou come in a strange manner, and at a 
strange time ; yet I am ready to hear what you have 
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to say, and request you to prefer your business with 
speed." 

She was answered by tumultuous cries of "The 
children I — the children ! give us back the children!" 
As soon as the noise subsided, she answered coldly — 

" I can hold no parley with a confused rabble. If 
there be a leader among you" — and the contemptuous 
accent was not lost upon the crowd — *' let him stand 
forth and answer me with the best grace and fewest 
words at his command." 

The preacher at once advanced in front of his 
followers, and bowing with extreme courtesy to the 
proud figure above him, made answer at once,— 

" Madame, we come to demand the instant surren- 
der of thirty-three children of the Reformed religion 
received by you from the king's officers during the 
last three months, and now within these walls." 

There was a moment's pause, and then the dear 
tones answered, with the same proud scorn, — 

" You do well and bravely, messieurs, to come thus 
at dead of night and think to frighten a handful of 
women into compliance with your unlawful and in- 
solent demands. The children of whom you speak 
are well and happy ; they are fast throwing off the 
poisonous influence which blighted their young lives, 
and desire nothing less than a return to their errors. 
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And I, who have saved them from worse than death, 
from the very jaws of Satan, think you that I will 
yield them back again ? I tell you that rather will 
every one of us die this night, and thus present our- 
selves unstained before our Maker, with the souls 
which we have won for him." 

Again there was a pause, and an undecided murmur 
among the crowd, on whom the accusation of cow- 
ardice in their mode of proceeding had made a 
momentary impression. 

At that moment the window behind the tall 
motionless figure on the balcony was pushed violently 
open, and in an instant a slight girlish figure in 
white, with a doud of wild hair streaming behind 
her, stood on the extreme edge of the stone parapet. 

There was a sudden awe-struck hush at the sight 
of this apparition, and then a shrill childish voice 
penetrated even to the outskirts of the crowd. 

''It is a lie that she has told you. We are all 
true, even unto death. If ye be men, if ye be indeed 
followers of the true religion, save us now, before it 
be too late/' 

She got no further, for strong hands were laid 
upon her from behind, and she was borne struggling 
back into the convent. But she had done her work. 
With one tremendous shout, ** Qod to the rescue!'' the 
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whole mass of the people flung itself, like one great 
wave, upon the convent walls. 

The sudden movement left the De St. Croix chil- 
dren alone, some way behind the hindmost of the 

■ 

besiegers. 

''Oh, Marie!" cried Henri and Guillaume in one 
breath, " it is impossible to stay. Are you not safe 
here with Louis ?" 

" Go, in God's name," answered Marie simply, but 
with a noble flash in her dark eyes; " I will pray for 

you." 

The two boys needed no second bidding before 
dashing into the thickest of the crowd. Marie, bend- 
ing to see if Louis were frightened, discovered that 
in the midst of all the uproar he had fallen fast 
asleep. She thought with compassion how very 
tired he must be, and wrapping closer around him 
the blanket which they had carried all through their 
journey, she stood waiting for the end of this ter- 
rible night. 

The shouts and cries seemed to increase every 
moment. Some of the crowd had been detached so 
as to surround the building, yet in many places 
there was only a thin line of guard; but all were 
hammering at the doors and windows,— even, with 
an insane frenzy, at the very walls. Marie tried to 
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pray, but her brain seemed spell-bound; she could 
only gaze with a species of fascination at the scene 
before her. 

Suddenly a still louder cry of mingled horror and 
exultation rose from the crowd, and looking towards 
the spot, she beheld flames rising from behind a lower 
part of the walL A lighted torch flung frantically 
over the wall by some one more reckless than the 
rest had faUen upon the roof of some small out- 
buildings, and the light wind caused the flames to 
gain ground with fearful rapidity. 

Up to this moment the inmates of the convent 
had remained perfectly silent and invisible since the 
retreat of the abbess ; but now wild shrieks were 
heard as the fire became plainly visible, and seemed 
to envelop almost all the lower stories of the con- 
vent. The besiegers called loudly to the women to 
come out, and battered at the great door more furi- 
ously than ever, maddened by the shouts of the 
women among the crowd, who cried out that the 
children would perish in the flames while they 
knocked idly at the door. 

It was a terrible sight — the great dark forest 
hemming in the scene on every side — ^the dark, surg- 
ing mass of human beings, that beat like water 
against those black, immovable walls, which rose 

(618) 10 
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high above them, girt about the middle with a wreath 
of spreading flame. How those flames danced and 
writhed like fiery serpents, throwing a red lurid light 
over everything, bringing a crimson blush even over 
the face of the still, starlit heaven. And Marie stood 
apart, with one arm supporting her sleeping brother 
on the old tree stump, her face white and still, her 
beautiful eyes flashing, her body motionless, but her 
whole heart throbbing with one wild, inarticulate 
prayer to God. 

Suddenly, as she gazed, a long narrow window near 
the roof of the convent, above the flames, was flung 
open, and there stood, it seemed upon the sill, the 
same apparition they had seen before — the slender 
white figure, with the cloud of streaming hair, thrown 
out into strong relief by the lurid sea of flame beneatL 
A cry broke from the crowd at the sight of her, but 
she waved her hand, and great silence fell upon them. 

'* Get up to the little balcony," cried the shrill 
young voice, making itself heard above the roar and 
crackle of the flames. " I cannot come down, but all 
the rest are together in that room. You will save 
them if you do not lose a moment." 

" Come down !" shouted up the thousand voices to 
her as one man. " Come down, or you are lost !" 

" I cannot," she answered. " Bear me witness that 
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I died in the faith of my race, and made an end 
worthy of my father's. For Christ's sake hasten, or 
they will all be lost." 

Even as she spoke, the window below was opened, 
and a crowd of nims rushed out upon the balcony. 

But the abbess was in front of them, and, standing 
on the very spot from which she had dragged back 
the girl, turned round and confronted the frightened, 
trembling women. ''Back! backl" they heard her 
cry. " Cowards I have ye not vowed to die a martyr's 
death ?" 

At this moment one of the nuns stooped and threw 
a rope over the edge of the balcony. The abbess saw 
it, and tried in vain to prevent it, but they were too 
quick for her, and eager hands below caught and 
held it fast. 

"Take her away! take her away!" cried the nuns. 
" The children are all here, and we would let them 
down, but she will let no one pass." 

Before the words were finished, a young agilo 
fellow of twenty, much above the ordinary height of 
Frenchmen, climbed up the rope, and stood by the 
side of the abbess. 

"Permit me, madame," he said; and the next 
instant he had taken up the tall, dignified woman, as 
easUy as if she had been a child, and dropped her 



148 A TERRIBLE NIGHT. 

over the parapet, so that she was obliged to slide 
down the rope. The rest would have followed 
instantly, but the young man waved them back. 
" Bring out the children," he said sternly; and one by 
one the poor jfrightened little things, many of whom 
had nothing on but their night>dothes, were passed 
through from the room within, and went safely down 
the rope, to be cried over, and blessed, and welcomed 
by the crowd below. 

"Are the thirty-three there?" shouted the young 
man, as the last was lowered. 

" All safe," was the answer. 

"Pass then, mademoiselle," he said, offering his 
hand to the foremost nun, who was not slow to avail 
herself of the permission. 

As the man, last of all, slid down the rope, a long 
wild cry from above turned all eyes upwards again 
to that slender white figure, standing now with red 
flames almost at her feet, and a background of star- 
lit sky seen through the window; for part of the 
back- wall had already fallen in. 

At the sound the abbess, who had been standing 
aside mute and motionless, looked up and saw the 
girl. 

"Holy Mother !" she exclaimed in horror, "let me 
go back that I may die with her." 
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She actually attempted to ascend the rope in order 
to re-enter the burning room, but strong hands held 
her back, and voices in the crowd cried out, " Look, 
look, she is gone!" 

The figure above had disappeared. Every face of 
the thousand was upturned, and for several minutes 
there was an awful, intense silence. And then with 
a roar and crash, which shook the very ground 
beneath their feet, the whole of the top of the build- 
ing fell in. 

Louis woke with a scream of fright. ** Guillaume ! 
Guillaume!" he cried; but Marie could not cry for 
Henri. Her tongue clave to the roof of her mouth. 
Instinctively she caressed Louis, while her eyes, dilated 
with horror, were fastened upon the dreadful scene, 
looking only for that which she did not see — some 
trace of her brothers. 

The awe-struck crowd silently withdrew from those 
crushed and burning ruins, bearing more than one 
who had been struck by the falling stones. The 
nuns formed in a small procession, and took their 
way towards the distant town, singing a Dies Irce, 
The gray light of dawn began to steal over the ghastly 
scene. Full twenty minutes must have passed, and 
still Marie stood motionless, with one arm round her 
little brother, and wild fixed eyes. 
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Suddenly Louis cried again, "Guillaume! Guil- 
laume!" and this time he was answered by a shout, 
as three figures came running from behind the ruins, 
and Marie fell on her knees in wordless thank- 
fulness, feeling rather than seeing that her prayer 
was granted. The next moment she was clasped in 
Henri's arms, while Louis flung himself recklessly 
from his perch upon Guillaume; and then Marie cried 
out almost in fear, for in the third figure, dad in 
white serge, with streaming hair and uncovered head, 
she recognized the young girl who had seemed to 
perish before their eyes. 

"You are safe, then!" she exclaimed in astonish- 
ment, as the new-comer threw herself into Marie's arms. 

"Safe and unhurt, thanks to (Jod and to your 
brothers," answered the clear, ringing tones which had 
made themselves heard to such good purpose that 
night. " But what nobleness ! what devotion!" 

"You saved her?" asked Marie, turning to her 
brothers in still greater astonishment; and then, per- 
ceiving that Guillaume's head was tied round with 
his handkerchief, she added in terror, " O Guillaume I 
how is this ? — ^you are hurt." 

" It is but a trifle," answered Guillaume, who was 
very pale, but as quiet as ever. " Come away, Marie; 
let us rest out of sight of this." 
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They went into the wood a little way, and sat 
down on the soft fra^ant moss to discuss their 
adventures. 

" I do not quite understand how you came to be in 
the convent/* said Marie to the new-comer, after a 
little while. " There were thirty-three counted out 
besides you." 

" I was never one of thirty-three, nor do I belong to 
the people," replied the young lady, with a slight 
accent of hauteur. " I am L^nore Isabelle Virgmie 
Felicity, Comtesse de Villeneuve, and head of my 
race." 

"But you are of the religion?" asked Marie, 
anxiously. 

" 1 am of the religion of my father, and he was a 
Protestant. Do you want to know how I came into 
the convent? Because my father refused to sign the 
Abjuration, they quartered the dragoons upon us; 
because we tried to escape, they hunted him and shot 
him down ; because I was wealthy, and no son, they 
spared my life, and would have married me to my 
cousin, who is as good a Catholic as he is a bad man, 
and who is twice as old as I am to boot ; because I 
rebelled, and sang my father's hymns, without look- 
ing at the count whenever he came to see me, they 
confiscated all my property, and sent me to the con- 
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vent. Ah! but I led them a life/' continued this 
strange girl, not perceiving that her listeners looked 
somewhat astonished as she went on. " I flung the 
Virgin from the altar, I said my own prayers out 
loud when they were at mass, I dropped a spider into 
the holy water when the abbess was going to cross 
herself ; there is no end to the tricks we played upon 
each other. They took all clothes from me but the 
habit of a novice, ajid I mistrung the rosary they 
gave me, and made bracelets out of it. They used to 
have a fight with me to cut my hair, and I flung it 
into their eyes, and then jumped on to the window- 
sill, and made as if I would throw myself out when 
they came near me. Yesterday I was fourteen, and 
the abbess had determined that my hair should be 
left no longer. They came behind me by stealth, and 
pulled my hair all down ; but I was too quick for 
them. Oh, what a chase I gave them all that day !" 
and she shook back the hardly kept hair with laugh- 
ing pride in the recollection. 

" And how did you get free of them at last?" asked 
Marie with eager interest. 

" Oh, I got into the abbess's own cell, while they 
were chasing me over the convent, and barricaded 
the door against her," answered the girl with a burst 
of laughter, "and exchanged compliments through 
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the keyhole. They got tired at last, and went away. 
But they came back agam, to console me with the 
amiable announcement that I should not have a 
morsel of food till I came out and submitted ; and 
just as I was assuring the abbess that I was perfectly 
ready to starve in her chamber, and haunt her every 
night afterwards, I heard a sort of little scuffle in the 
convent^ and then everybody ran away at once. I 
thought it was a ruse at first, and waited till I heard 
the noise of a great crowd outside ; then I guessed 
what had happened, and stole out very cautiously. 
I got into the great room without any one seeing 
me; and then I made a rush for the window, as 
you saw." 

" Yes ; you did that well," said Marie admiringly. 
** But what did the abbess do to you?" 

" Oh, we fought each other all the way up to that 
little room, and then she managed to push me in and 
lock the door." 

" Then how was it you were saved ?" asked Marie 
with a shudder. 

Leonore's ready flow of words was silenced as she 
held out her hand to Henri, and the quick tears 
sprang to her eyes. " I believe he came through the 
fire," she said in a low tone. 

"It was Guillaume's doing," said Henri briefly. 



154 A TERftlBLE mGHT. 

''He found the rope, and he was waiting on the 
cloister roof to hold it fast as we came down." 

"What! you slid down a rope outside!" exdaimed 
Marie in horror. " How could you manage it?" 

"I shall never know to my dying day how we 
managed it," answered Leonore in a tone of deep 
feeling. "But we came down somehow— see my 
hands" — (and Marie had a momentary glimpse of 
palms scratched and bleeding from the friction of 
the rope) — " and they seized and dragged me to the 
very end of the cloister roof, just in time." 

"Yes; the convent fell sooner than I thought it 
would," continued Henri, as Leonore broke off and 
shuddered. " The shock threw us down almost sense- 
less for some minutes, and the stones rattled like great 
hail all round us, but only a little one hit Guillaume; 
and when, after a while, we looked about us for the 
best way to get down, we found that the d/bris made 
it much easier." 

" Oh, if I had known," gasped Marie, covering her 
face with her hands. 

Henri put his arm tenderly around her. " Hush, 
my Marie," he whispered ; " your prayers helped to 
save us ; and it is all over now." 

"Yes, it is all over now," exclaimed Leonore, 
recovering her spirits as suddenly as she had lost 
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ihem. ^' Let us be reasonable, and consider what is 
next to be dona You — do you belong to any place 
about here? I can see you are not of the people/' 

" Oh no," said Marie sadly ; " we are noble, but we 
are orphans and outcasts like you, and are now on 
our way to Bordeaux, intending to sail from there to 
Amsterdam." 

*What a capital ideal" exclaimed Leonore with 
enthusiasm. ** You will let me join your party, won't 
you? for France is now hateful to me." 

** Oh yes; you shall come with us," answered Marie 
and the two elder boys together, while Louis looked 
at Leonore with puzzled eyes, as if he did not quite 
understand the arrangement. 

Guillaume here interposed with a suggestion that 
thqr should take some rest, as none of them except 
Louis had slept that night. The three others scouted 
the notion of sleepiness ; but as they did not wish to 
proceed just yet to the village, they agreed to rest 
a while in the same place; and Guillaume's eyes 
twinkled with lazy satisfaction as he saw them 
gradually fall asleep around him before he followed 
their exampla 




CHAPTER IX. 

THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 

T was nearly noon when Marie opened her 
eyes; and at first she did not remember 
anything that had passed during the night 
However, as she lay still in those few 
delicious moments which come on first 
waking, her eyes fell upon the yoimg countess, who 
had evidently been awake some time, and had paid a 
visit to the little stream which ran near them, she 
looked so fresh and bright. Marie lay still, and did 
not speak, in order that she might observe this new 
friend at her leisure. 

Leonore, Comtesse de Villeneuve, looked more 
than the fourteen years which she had completed 
yesterday. She was tall and slight — taller even 
than Marie — with a little head, and tolerably good 
features. In fact, she would have been very pretty 
but for her complexion, which was so dark as to give 
an almost uncanny efiect to her large, brilliant, blue 
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eyes, and a mass of tawny hair which came down to 
her waist, and much resembled a lion's mane. She 
was leaning back against the stem of a pine tree, 
apparently listening to the cooing of a pair of doves 
which were somewhere out of sight. 

At length Marie sat up, and said softly, " Leonore." 

Leonore turned round with a start and a look so 
like anger that Marie shrunk a little; and seeing 
this, the other laughed somewhat uneasily, and 
said, — 

"Pardon, mademoiselle; but the truth is, I have 
been so little accustomed to hear myself addressed 
by my Christian name, that for the moment it took 
me by surprise." 

"It is I who should ask pardon, Mademoiselle le 
Comtesse," answered Marie gently, but with a little 
flush on her cheek. "I did not mean to take a 
liberty." 

With a quick change of mood, which Marie soon 
learned to look for in this strange girl, Leonore flung 
herself down by Marie's side, and buried her face in 
the folds of Marie's dress. 

" Oh, call me Leonore!" she cried out with a stifled 
sob. " I am so tired of my rank and my loneliness, 
and I can bear my father's name from you. Let us 
be sisters, since neither of us has another." 
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Marie embraced her with all her old impetuouB 
warmth ; and the first scene of what promised to be 
lasting friendship was only ended by tiie waking of 
three hungry boys, who, though they cast sympa* 
thetic glances at the tell-tale face of their guest, 
were urgent in demanding that they should at once 
begin the day's walk, and procure some breakfast at 
the nearest village. 

They set out accordingly, and made the best of 
their way through the now silent valley, passing by 
the ghastly ruins of last night's work with averted 
looks, and the low-toned question which each had as 
yet feared to ask the other — ^whether any one had 
been killed. 

Marie thought not. She knew one or two of the 
people had been hurt by the falling of the wall, 
but did not think any one had been crushed or bumi 
As they came out into the cultivated country again, 
they expected to meet some one of whom they could 
ask news ; but the whole land seemed deserted. 

"Here is a village!" exclaimed Henri, as they 
reached the top of a vineyard slope ; " now we shall 
at least get sojaething to eat." • 

" I see nothing stirring," said Marie, shading her 
eyes to Ipok down ; " there is not even a dog or a 
goat w be seen anywhere. It is getting quite 



THE DBSESTED VILLAGE. 159 

dreadful, Henri I feel as if we had got into an 
enchanted land" 

They went on rather silently along the dusty 
road, but still they met no one. When they entered 
into the village, the street was silent and deserted ; 
and when they knocked at the doors, the houses 
echoed emptiness. 

" The whole village seems to have gone away," said 
Henri, coming back to them after another vain trial ; 
^and yet all the doors that I have tried are fastened 
I suppose there is nothing for it but to walk on." 

They went further down the street, and turning a 
comer came upon a broad open space, evidently the 
village market-place, in the centre of which was a 
stone fountain, with rude stone seats in four angular 
recesses. On one of these sat an old woman, quietly 
knitting in the noonday sun, with one or two 
pigeons making circles against the unclouded blue 
sky overhead, and two sitting near her on the 

fountain brim. 

" Here is something alive at last ! " cried Leonore, 
as she ran forward to the old woman, who did not 
look up until she came quite close, nor rise even then 
-^a lack of respect which it was evident so discon- 
certed Leonore that she stood hesitating until the 
others came up. 
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" Bon jour, madame," began Henri, lifting his hat 
with the ready courtesy of a gentleman. "Cotild 
you tell us where we may obtain food with the least 
delay?" 

The old woman regarded them all for some mo- 
ments, and then answered, as if talking to herself, 
" Well, well ; one knew the world must turn topsy- 
turvy; but it might have stayed there, and not 
continue to turn somersaults like a Paris go/mm. 
Food, said you ? Yes, yes: one day the heretics, the 
next day a priest ; a beggar riding in the morning, 

"We are not beggars ! " broke out Leonore, angrily. 
" Tenez done ! do you not see that we who speak to 
you are noble ? " 

" Pardon, madame," said Marie, pressing gently to 
the old woman's side before she coidd answer ; *' we 
are able to pay, and only want to know where we 
may find some auberge or baker's in this place." 

" Tou will find no one to wait on you to-day, my 
pretty lady," answered the old woman, in a softer 
tone. "The whole village has gone into hiding for 
fear of dragoon justice. Do you not know what they 
did last night, the villains ? " 

" Did they burn the convent ? " asked Marie, in a 
faltering tone. 
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"Helped to do it," answered the old dame; "and 
came back like a whirlwind at six o'clock this morn- 
ing, with the holy women trudging in the midst. Ah 
well, poor things, they are heretics, and deserve all, 
else it were a glad sight to see those poor women with 
their babes again— only, when one thinks of their 
souls!" 

" What became of the nuns ? " asked Guillaume, 
earnestly. 

"Gone to the House of Mercy at Cahuzac," was 
the reply. " Most of our Catholics went with them 
to escort them, threatening to inform ; so there was 
soon a panic among the heretics. They went off with 
the thirty-three children into hiding, and every soul 
left in the village trembled and went also. The place 
i8 ready for the dragoons, you see." 

" And you, good mother, what will you do ? " asked 
Henri. 

**I!" answered the old woman, with a proud lifting 
of her hoary head ; " I have not set foot out of the 
village for twenty years. I am a good Catholic, and 
fear nothing." She had scarcely ceased knitting all 
this time, and now went on silently as if she had for- 
gotten their presence. 

"I suppose we must go on further," said Marie, 
with a sigh. "Good mother, can you tell us how 
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far it is to the next village ? — ^we have had no break- 
fast yet." 

" What ! and it is now dinner-time," said the old 
dame, looking up with more interest. "Ah well,! 
can manage something for you, if mademoiselle and 
her brothers and sister will enter my poor dwelling 
yonder." 

She was answered with earnest thanks, especially 
from the boys, who had not at all relished the idea of 
a further walk before eating; and in a short time they 
were doing justice to a plain but excellent breakfast 
which the old woman spread for them. She was 
delighted with the moderate payment which Marie 
slipped into her hand before departing, showered 
down blessings from aU the saints upon them, and 
embraced Louis fervently. They left her sitting in 
her old place by the sunny fountain, with the pigeons 
for her sole companions. 

" Marie," burst forth Louis indignantly, as soon as 
they were out of hearing, " why do all the old women 
want to kiss me since we left St. Croix ? " 

His brothers and sister laughed; and Leonore 
exclaimed, "Well said, little one! noble blood does 
not like such familiarity. I would not allow it if I 
were you." 

" I don't know how to help it," answered the child 
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petulantly. "They would not like it if I refused; 
but they used not to be so rude." 

* Well, darling/* answered Marie, who had found her 
gravity again, after Leonore's silly speech, " it is just 
because they would not like it if you refused that 
you must try not to mind it now and then, because, 
you know, they mean to be kind, and it would never 
do for a De St, Croix to be rude." 

Louis still could not make out why it should be, 
and it took some time for his brothers to console him 
under these repeated aflfronts to his dignity. How- 
ever, the beauty of their walk soon dispelled all 
grievances; and the five children pressed merrily on, 
passing by Cahuzac about five o'clock — for they 
always avoided entering towns when possible— and 
eventually found shelter for the night in a small 
auberge four miles farther on. 



CHAPTER X. 

[jEoesd of fierce fule 

ft ITER this incident in their jonm^, a new 
interest and a new care entered into K&rie'B 
life, — or rather into the twins' life ; for tie 
strong affection between Marie and Henri 
had only been deepened by their joint suf- 
fering and responsibility, and neither bad 
a thought or an anxiety unshared by the other. 

The new interest was, of course, Leonore. She 
was a constant subject of wonder or amusement. 
Her violent party-feeling shocked the De St. Croix 
children, who had been brought up in very different 
principles, and could not understand how a Protestant 
could bear such intense hatred to all Soman Catholics 
ea she seemed to do. If they passed a crucifix, she 
would rail at it for a graven image, and even fling 
stones in the hope of breaking it, until she saw that 
this really distressed them. She declaimed violently 
against the king, the pope, and all the saints, in the 
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same breath, and laughed away all attempts at any- 
thing like argument. 

Guillaume, though as quiet as ever, had wakened 
into actual animation under the influence of the 
friendship which the capricious young countess 
bestowed chiefly upon him. The two were always 
together, often a little in advance of the other three; 
and both being excellent walkers, they made extra 
little excursions whenever the wayside was particu- 
larly beautiful. Often, when it was drawing near 
the time for their mid-day meal, the three others 
would come suddenly upon Guillaume and Leonore, 
whom they had lost sight of for a short time, and 
would find their dinner daintily spread out and 
sheltered from the sun; while Leonore would be 
lying full length in the most comfortable nook, and 
Guillaume fanning her with a great green branch. 

She possessed a lovely voice, too, clear, fresh, and 
strong; and as to be De St. Croix was necessarily to 
be a singer — though since their troubles the four 
children had scarcely had the heart to sing — Leonore 
had not been two days with them before she dis- 
covered their neglected talent, and gave them no 
rest till they had sung her all their songs and learned 
many of hers. They used to march along the road 
singing Marot's hymns for an hour together, and 
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then, with a merry laugh, Leonore would break away 
suddenly, calling Guillaume to follow her. She had 
a pasaioa for flowers, and at every resting-place 
wove fresh ones into her hat and hair, which she 
wore loose like Marie. 

Then after supper, when they " camped '* for the 
night, they fell into a habit of singing together^ either 
in part or in unison, for a lengthened half-hour— « oar 
evening concert " they grew to call it. And in after- 
days perhaps no part of that memorable journey was 
remembered by them with such regretful affection as 
those evening concerts, when the day's journey was 
over, and they leaned back at their ease in the starry 
summer twilight, often without a fire in that warm, 
fragrant air, and sang together the stirring hymns 
and songs of the Reformed. Sometimes, if Leonore, 
in her changeful moods, was disinclined to sing, they 
ceased after the first two or three hymns, and Quill- 
aume spun out his marvellous tales, as much to 
Leonore's satisfaction as the rest. Or at another 
time Leonore, who had been well taught, and knew 
a number of exquisite songs, would begin alone, and 
hold the others, children though they still were, 
entranced by the beauty of her voice and words. 

One evening she was unusually silent, and lay 
back on the grass, refusing to allow that she was 
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tired, but scarcely joining at all in the songs which 
they commenced as usual. It waa a lovely night — 
warm and dear, with a bright moon. The five chil- 
dren were editing in a little sheltered hollow, aside 
from the road, which here ran through a chain of 
low, uncultivated hilk. They had not walked quite 
so far as usual that day ; as, being short of food, and 
seeing no signs of human habitation, they had stopped 
to fish for at least an hour before sunset. Then Leon<^ 
ore had been in her gayest mood ; and while Henri 
cleaned the fish, she and Guillaume had collected 
plenty of dead wood for a fire, and had found this 
nook to sleep in. Since tea, however, she had spoken 
little, and even repulsed Guillaume when he would 
have moved some dry grass to place her head more 
comfortably. 

**Why do you stop?" she asked, as, finding 
that she did not join, they did not begin a fresh 
hymn* 

** What would you like to sing, Leonore?" asked 
Henri gently. 

She WSA silent for a moment, and then said, in a 
tone so soft and gentle that it scarcely seemed to 
belong to Leonore : " I do not know how it is ; my 
heart is full of song, and yet I cannot sing with you 
to-night. I am thinking — thinking of a song that I 
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used to sing in the old days ; a song of the De Ville- 
neuves, and a prophecy." 

" Sing it to us now, dear Leonore," said Marie. 

" I do not know if I can/' answered Leonore ; and 
there was again silence for some moments. 

Then she sat up suddenly, half kneeling^ with the 
moonlight on her tawny hair and in her strange, 
brilliant eyes; a look also on her face which they 
had never seen before. She began to sing ; began in 
a low, sweet voice, which gradually rose to its full 
power, or sunk wailingly, as the song went on. It 
was a kind of legend that she sang — the story of a 
black deed done by one of the early ancestors of the 
Villeneuve race : — How Fulk de Villeneuve, a fierce 
man and mighty in war, married a fair young wife, 
who trembled and wept on her wedding-day. How, 
after that she had borne him a son, Satan found 
means to kindle dark and unjust suspicions in the 
breast of Fulk Ironheart. How that he had made a 
great feast in his castle, and had bidden his fair 
young wife robe herself right royally to do him 
honour. How he had caused a great stake to be 
planted, ere the morning of the f^ should dawn, 
before the castle windows ; and how one watching 
had seen dark forms flit to and fro the whole night 
piling fagots round it. How, when the day was 
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brightest, and the people thronged to the feast, there 
were laid out great tables groaning with good cheer, 
and the red wine flowed like water, and there were 
music and great merry-making ; and how, when the 
feast was over, and the people waited, fierce Fulk 
Ironheart rose up before them all, and taking his 
fair wife's hand, they went in a grand procession out 
from the castle to the stake. How the dark, shrouded 
figures — devils were they all — had appeared then 
from the pile, and had taken and bound that fair 
lady in the sight of all the people. How the flames 
rose up fiercely around her ; and all the people wept, 
and cried to Fulk Ironheart to save her, though none 
stirred to do so from terror of his name. How he 
laughed as he strode back into the castle, and bade 
the soldiers strike up a gay music for the dance. 
How the heavens grew dark and muttered, as the 
people went away lamenting for the death of that 
fair lady. How all that night long the babe wept 
sore, and would not be comforted. How, in the pale 
dawn of the morning, when only the nurse watched 
by the wailing babe, there stood by his cradle, sud- 
denly and without sound, a tall white figure, and the 
nurse knew it for the figure of her dead lady ; and 
she bent over the babe, and signed his brow with 
the sign of the cross, and his wailing was stilled. 
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How the nurse heard her speak strange words, and 
knew that she laid a curse upon the house of 
De Villeneuve — that every wife of their race should 
die before her time ; that one in every generation 
should perish by a violent death ; until, in the fifth 
century, the race should end in a woman, and perish 
out of the land. How, when she had finished speak- 
ing, she bent down to kiss the babe, and he fell 
asleep with a smile on his face ; but she faded away 
as the sunlight touched her, and was never seen again 

The long twilight deepened into night — ^the fire 
burned low — and still Leonore knelt and sang ; sang 
with a voice which went out far into the night, or 
sunk with a wail more sweet and sorrowful than 
they had ever heard before. All listened in a breath' 
less hush, till the exquisite notes quivered with an 
undertone of horror at the dose of the song. Then 
no one moved or spoke, till Leonore, who at the last 
faltering word had bowed down her face till it was 
hidden on her knees, suddenly sprung up, exclaiming, 
in her usual clear, decided tones, — 

" Pardon, mes amis I I did not intend to sing you 
such a doleful rhyme. I do not know what moved 
me so." And then, with a little nervous laugh, she 
went out of the hollow in the moonlight, and left 
them. 
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Guillaume sprung up, and ran to the entrance of 
the hollow, where he paused, evidently keeping Le- 
onore in edght, but hesitating whether to follow her. 
Marie turned her beautiful eyes to Henri, so full of a 
vague awe and horror that it helped him to conquer 
the strange, eery feeling with which Leonore's song 
had filled him. 

** Marie, dear Marie," he said quickly, " don't look 
like that 1 It was only a strange old legend that 
she sang ; nothing that any one need care for now." 

" If it should be a prophecy !" gasped Marie. " It 
is the fifth century." 

" Don't let it trouble you, chfere petite soeur," 
answered her brother, tenderly; "it does not often 
trouble Leonore, you sea All happens as God wills ; 
not according to the legendary curse of some poor 
wronged woman." 

" It may be so," sighed Marie ; " but I am glad we 
have no De St. Croix legend so terrible. Where do 
you think Leonore has gone, Henri ?" 

" She is all right," said Henri, who was much more 
concerned for his sister than for the last Countess of 
Villeneuve. " Guillaiune will not lose sight of her ; 
and she will be back to go to bed directly, as we 
should all have done before this. Louis has been 
sound asleep for some time." 
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'* Yes ; but it is not like Louis to fall asleep wtile 
the singing is going on," said Marie, her attention 
instantly diverted, as Henri meant it should be, 
when she looked down at the little fellow lying like 
a fair waxen figure at her side, with the moonlight 
on his white face and golden curls. " He looks very 
tireA Don't you think so, Henri ?" she added wist- 
fuUy. 

" Oh no, Marie. It is only that you are tired, and 
ready to fancy all sorts of dreadful things to-night," 
answered Henri, with a cheerfulness which he could 
ill feign ; for he had been very anxious about Louis 
for some days past, only he did not wish Marie to 
dwell upon it to-night. " Come, darling," he went 
on coaxingly, " give me the brush, and let me begm 
to your hair. Leonore will be back directly, and 
want to go to sleep at once." 

He had scarcely spoken, when Leonore and Guill- 
aimie came back together, laughing and talking as if 
they had been doing nothing else all the evening. 

"Ah, you have begun already!" exclaimed Leonore, 
throwing herself down on the bank. — " Come, Guill- 
aume, make haste; we are dreadfully late." 

Guillaimie obediently took the brush which his 
sister handed to him, and set to work on Leonore's 
mass of hair, which was always far more tangled 
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than Marie's. But ever since the first night, when 
she had seen Henri acting tire-woman to his sister, 
this imperious yoimg countess had claimed the like 
service from Guillaume; and as he had never by look 
or gesture expressed the smallest disinclination, it 
grew to be considered by all of them as a mere 
matter of course. It was not long after that before 
they lay down to rest, and, in spite of all that might 
have troubled them, slept the sound sleep of tired, 
healthy youth. 




CHAPTER XI 

TROUBLES THICKEN. 

•ARIE'S first waking thought next morning 
was of Louis. His evident unfitness for 
their mode of travelling and his increasing 
delicacy were now her greatest care ; and 
though she and Henri never spoke about 
it, each knew and shared the other's fears. 
He had grown much thinner since they left St. Louis- 
de-Linard, and his great blue eyes shone with an un- 
natural light in his pale face. He scarcely ever com- 
plained ; but his merry laughing ways were all gone, 
and instead he was learning an intelligence and a 
comprehension of their position which was almost 
painful to the two elder ones. 

Guillaume, once inseparable from his little brother, 
had scarcely seemed to notice it; and he was now 
so frequently in front with Leonore that the task of 
carrying Louis when he grew tired devolved much 
more frequently upon Henri. Louis did not seem to 
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notice the defection of his favourite brother, except 
that now and then Marie saw a wistful look when 
Quillaume disappeared, and he once or twice asked 
his brother to stay and tell him a story instead ; nor 
did he ever lusk in vain. Besides, sometimes the two 
would take Louis with them; and the delight of riding 
on Guillaume's back, while Leonore walked laughing 
and singing beside them, almost made up for Guill- 
aume's forgetfulness at other times. 

On the morning after that night when Leonore sang 
the legend of the Fair Wife of Fierce Fulk Ironheart, 
Henri awoke, as usual, before the others, and crept to 
Marie's side to look at his little brother. He still 
slept, but his breathing was not so regular as it should 
have been; his dry lips were slightly parted, and there 
was a flush upon his cheek that even Henri knew 
was not the bloom of health. The two girls lay in the 
same place, side by side — a curious contrast, thought 
Henri, even now, when both were still. Marie's com- 
plexion was as fair as Leonore's was dack; and the 
only likeness between the lovely rosebud face, half 
hidden by raven-black tresses, and the deer-like grace, 
even in sleep, of her tawny-hair companion, was the 
strong air of refinement which no peasant's costume 
could disguise. 

Henri crept back to Guillaume; and the two boys 



176 TROUBLES THICKEN. 

set off, as they always did when it was possible, to 
bathe before breakfast. Coming back, they found 
that the girls were awake, and ready for a start 
Louis looked brighter, and ate a better breakfast thaa 
he had done for the last few days ; but at starting 
Henri offered to carry him at once if he would rather 
not walk that day. 

"Oh no, thank you, Henri," answered Louis, brightly. 
" I am quite rested now, and can walk a long way." 

They kept together nearly all the morning; and in 
the afternoon began to get into the more cultivated 
country again. They were anxious to get over rather 
a longer walk than usual to-day, as it was Saturday; 
and they wished to reach a certain village which 
they had been told of, the first after leaving the hills, 
before Sunday, as their supply of provisions was 
running short, and they wanted to make Sunday; as 
usual, a day of actual rest. 

It was very hot, and Louis, who had kept up 
bravely most of the day, began to flag, and at length 
asked Guillaume in a whisper if he would carry him 
a little while. " Henri carried me all the afternoon 
yesterday," he explained; "and I heard Marie say he 
would be ill if he did not let you help him. I wish 
I did not want to be carried," he added, piteously; 
" but I can't help it, really, Guillaume. My legs get 
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SO bad with all this walking that they go right down 
now and then." 

Ouillanme went to lift his little brother with a pang 
of self-reproach. "Guillaume is always ready to 
carry you, 2>^it frire** he said tenderly. " Put your 
head down on my shoulder, if you will, and go to 
sleep; or shall I tell you a story ? " 

"A story, please, Guillaume," said the little boy, 
nestling down contentedly; "only, don't you want to 
go on with Leonore ? I shall be able to walk again 
presently." 

Guillaume's eyes filled with tears at this unselfish 
speech. " You shall not walk again all the afternoon," 
he said; " and I would rather carry you than do any- 
thing else." 

"Guillaume! Guillaume!" cried Leonore at that 
moment, " come on with me, and let us get that old 
man to the right there to give us some grapes." 

" I cannot come," said Guillaume, who had already 
begun his story ; " I am telling Louis the legend of 
Les Trois Pommes d'Or." 

He saw Leonore*s face flush angrily as she turned 
back again to join the others, who had not heard her 
request The young countess was not used to be 
refused by any one whom she delighted to honour. 
She walked sullenly beside Henri and Marie for a 

(618) 12 
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few moments, but they were deep in conversation 
with each other ; and her eyes wandered again to the 
stalwart, handsome lad in front, with the golden head 
resting so lovingly upon his shoulder. With a sudden 
change of mood she turned aside, sprung unaided over 
a low stone wall, and darted away towards the little 
vineyard. 

Ouillaume, who had not noticed her movements, 
was surprised a few moments after by Leonore'a voice 
saying, almost shyly, " Look, Louis I such grapes I 
have got for you." And she held up a large purple 
cluster of much finer grapes than the usual kinds 
which they had eaten, 

"0 Leonore!— --thank you," said the child, holding 
out his hands ; " I am so thirsty. Have you got some 
for yourself and for Marie ? " 

" Yes ; and for Henri too. These are for you and 
Guillaume," answered Leonore, dropping the bunch 
into his hands, and running back to the others. 

Henri and Marie looked at each other with a 
smile as they noticed this little scene ; and by-and- 
by Henri offered to take Louis from his brother. 
Guillaume, however, refused to give up the child; 
and they went on together through the summer 
evening, growing rather silent as they all became 
more or less fatigued. 
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It grew dark as they entered the little village of 
Soissons, where they intended to pass the next day ; 
but it was not so much because of the lateness of the 
hour, as the effect of a coming storm which darkened 
all the western sky. They had seen it coming for 
some time, and were congratulating themselves on 
having reached shelter before it broke. There was 
but one small inn in the village, and only two tiny 
bedrooms at the disposal of the children ; who were, 
however, becoming so accustomed to sleep anywhere, 
that any bed seemed a luxury. 

It was scarcely eight o'clock when they had 
finished their supper, and all the village population 
were still sitting at the doors, and chatting in little 
groups. It was very sultry, and every now and then 
there was a low peal of distant thunder. 

Marie went up to put Louis to bed; Guillaume 
and Leonore sat together on a wooden bench in the 
little garden of the auberge; and Henri, who was 
not so tired as the rest, strolled down the village in 
order to gain information about their route, which 
he was always obliged to do carefully for fear of 
exciting suspicion. Marie missed him when she 
came down, and asked Guillaume where he was. 

" Gone down the street ; he said he should be back 
directly," answered Guillaume, with difficulty sup- 
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pressing a yawn as he rose. " I think I will go to bed 
now, Marie ; I am so sleepy." 

He disappeared accordingly ; and Marie sat down 
on the bench to wait for Henri. Leonore did not 
seem inclined for conversation, and wandered rest- 
lessly up and down. A suspicion crossed Marie's 
mind that Mademoiselle la Comtesse was slightly 
hurt at Guillaume*s departure without any apology, 
especially as it was the first night since she had 
joined them that he had not brushed her hair. 
However, she soon forgot even Leonore's presence 
when Henri came back, and leant against the trellis- 
work to answer her inquiries, but with an air of 
abstraction which struck her immediately. 

" Marie," he said at length, rousing himself out of 
a long reverie, " do you know where we are now ? " 

" About ten miles from Montauban, you have just 
told me," answered Marie, wondering. 

" Yes ; but do you know we are only eleven miles 
south-west of St. Croix?" 

Marie started violently. "St. Croix!" she ex- 
claimed. " I did not know we should pass through 
anywhere near that part of the country ; and surely 
we must be much nearer the sea-coast than that. 
Why, only think, Henri, we were but four days 
driving from St. Croix to St. Louis-de-Linard, and 



thoubles tuicken. 181 

we have now been three weeks walking from 
thence ! " 

" Yes ; but you must remember that we drove the 
greater part of the nights too, and went at a great 
pace. Then coming back, we went at least two 
days' journey ifurther south than we need have done, 
as we found afterwards, before we left the C^vennes ; 
and now, you see, we are nearly a whole day's 
journey beyond St. Croix on our way to Bordeaux." 

"I never guessed it; did you, Henri?" asked 
Marie, her eyes filling with teaxs. 

" No," was the husky answer. 

" Henri ! " exclaimed Marie, eagerly, " could we 
not go to see it to-morrow, just for the last time ? " 

" No, we must not," said Henri, with an energetic 
gesture, as if he had been already fighting the ques- 
tion with himself. "See, Marie, it would not be 
right, for many reasons. Louis must have no more 
walking than we can help; and it would not be right 
to leave him here alone all Sunday. Besides, we 
could hardly walk there and back in a day; and 
every day is precious to us now. And even if we 
could go, it would not be safe. We should be cer- 
tainly recognized ; and we do not know who may be 
there now, or what might be the end of it." 

"Yes, I suppose you are right, Henri," admitted 
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Marie, reluctantly. " But oh, Henri," she added, with 
a sudden burst of tears, " if we could only see Father 
Gabriel, and not feel so without everything ! It is so 
dreadful to think of that time at home ; and I feel as 
if we had grown so many years older." 

"We were children then, Marie, my darling," 
answered Henri, trying to soothe and comfort his 
sister, though his own voice grew unsteady. " Don't 

■ 

you remember, chfere petite soeur, we were weary of 
our long childhood then, and were ready for our trial ? 
Don't let us be too weak to bear it now it has come." 

"You — ^you were always good," sobbed Marie, leaning 
against him, and speaking for a moment like the petted, 
helpless child she had been before their troubles came. 
"0 Henri I what should I do without you ? " 

They had forgotten all about Leonore for the time, 
and did not notice in the dusk that she was standmg 
near enough to hear all they said, nor that she 
now ran off with a strange gesture and slipped into 
the house. Coming up a little later, at Henri's 
entreaty, Marie found Leonore already in bed, with 
her long hair streaming over the piUow, and her eyes 
closed as if in sleep. Marie was too much occupied 
with her own sad thoughts to wonder at this, and 
got into bed without even coming near Leonore ; but 
she fell asleep first. 



CHAPTER Xn. 



leonore's expedition. 




^HEN Marie awoke, she saw with surprise 
that Leonore's bed was empty, though it 
was still very early, and that young lady 
generally was very difficult to rouse on 
Sunday, as she considered it only proper, 
she said, considering that they had walked all the 
week, to make up the balance of rest on Sunday. 

Coming down to the eight o'clock breakfast, she 
found only the three boys waiting, and inquired of 
the host if he knew where the other young girl had 
gone. Mine host, with a shrug of the shoulders, in- 
formed them that their sister, as he quietly assumed 
Leonore to be, had come down more than an hour 
ago, as soon as the door was open, and had asked for 
a cup of milk and a roll, saying she was going out for 
a walk by herself. 

"Just like her," said Henri, good-humouredly. 
"I suppose, then, she does not intend to be back 
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till the second d^jetlner, so we will not wait for 
her." 

Marie looked rather anxious. "I do not like 
Leonore to be out much alone, Henri. Do you?" 
she asked, in a lowered tone, as the man withdrew. 
" She forgets how careful we ought to be, and never 
thinks of what she says or does whether there are 
strangers near or not." 

"Well, we cannot help it now," answered Henri; 
"and, I daresay, she has gone out alone into the 
woods; it would be most like her. In fact, I was 
going to propose that we should do the same." 

" Go out for a walk instead of resting ! Think of 
Louis." 

" Oh, I did not mean to go for a walk. But, you 
see, I have been thinking we may get into some 
trouble if we stay in the inn all day without going 
to mass. You see," and he spoke in a still lower 
tone, "the people of this village are all Roman 
Catholics, and would think it a good deed to inform 
against heretics if they could. Now, I thought we 
had better say that we were going to spend the day 
in the wood, and just go far enough to be out of 
sight of the villagers, at any rate. We could rest in 
the wood as well as here." 

" Yes ; but what about Leonore ? " objected Guill- 
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aume. " She will come home and find none of ns 
here." 

"Yes, that is a diflSculty," assented Henri; "but 
we could write a note, to be given to her if she came 
back, telling her where to find us." 

" It would never do to write a note," put in Marie; 
"they would know at once that we were not 
peasant children. A message might do, perhaps." 

It was so arranged ; and soon after breakfast the 
four children went out to a little wood behind the 
village, and spent a very quiet, restful day together. 
Leonore did not appear, though Guillaume went back 
twice to the inn to look for her ; and when at six 
o'clock in the evening they all went back, and Marie 
asked if she had come in, the answer was still " No." 

" Where can she be ? " exclaimed Marie, beginning 
to feel alarmed. 

" Oh, she is sure to be all right," said Henri ; " it is 
only one of her pranks. Let us have our supper; 
and then Louis had better go to bed, so as to be 
fresh for to-morrow." 

"There is going to be a storm," said Guillaume 
abruptly, coming from the window. 

" Perhaps it will blow over, as it did last night," 
suggested Marie, hopefully. 

But it did not blow over, for just as they rose from 
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supper a terrific dap of thunder broke quite suddenly 
over the house, followed by a gust of driving rain. 
There was a simultaneous exclamation of " Leonore!'' 
as they ran to the window. No Leonore was in 
sight. 

" What shaU we do, Henri ? " asked Marie. 

Henri shrugged his shoulders. "One does not 
know where to go," he said. But Guillaume had 
already left the room, axid they saw him striding 
down the village in the rain. Henri looked after his 
brother half ashamed, half amused, and wholly 
puzzled. " Louis had better go to bed, at any rate," 
he remarked. 

" But perhaps poor Leonore is out in this storm," 
said Louis, with frightened eyes. 

" Well, and if she is, little brother," said Henri, in 
the tender tone which he always used to Louis, "you 
cannot go and look for her. Come," he added, raising 
the little fellow in his arms, "I will carry you 
upstairs, and you must go to sleep, like a good boy. 
Marie and I will see after Leonore, and I will promise 
that you shall find her all right in the morning." 

Though he spoke so confidently, Henri was by this 
time getting very anxious ; and when he had carried 
Louis upstairs and left him to Marie, he began seri- 
ously to consider the best means of finding Leonore. 



leonore's expedition. 187 

It struck him that the host might have noticed 
which way Leonore took in the morning ; and even- 
tuallj he made out pretty certainly that she had 
gone aknost in an opposite direction to the one in 
which Guillaume was seeking her. He set off at 
once, in spite of the furious storm of wind and rain 
which threatened almost to blow him off his feet, 
and ran along a path which skirted the wood for 
some distance, only stopping every now and then to 
shout for Leonore, By-and-by the path joined on 
again to a highroad, though not the same as that by 
which they had come. It still was bordered on one 
side by the wood, and on the other side by a stretch 
of rough uncultivated ground, which seemed to reach 
to the hills which they had passed through the day 
before. 

Henri went on for about a mile along this road 
Mdthout meeting Leonore, and then began to wonder 
whether he had taken the wrong way after all. It 
was very strange if she were still farther away at 
such an hour. Yet where else could she have gone 
along that road, unless she had lost herself in the 
uncleared wood? and he had several times gone a 
little way within it to shout for her. He stopped to 
consider. 

The storm had ceased as suddenly as it began. 
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and was drifting rapidly away, though everything 
dripped with the heavy rain, and glistened in the 
brilliant light of the setting sun. Just as Henri had 
made up his mind to go again and call within the 
wood, he heard a footstep dose in front, and looking 
up, saw Leonore at length before him. She did not 
see him, for her eyes were on the ground, and she 
was walking very wearily. Her hair shone in the 
sunlight like the dripping leaves, and he could see 
that her clothing was wet through. 

At the sound of Henri's exclamation she looked 
up, and her face lighted up with pleasure as she said, 
" Did you come to meet me ?" 

But Henri's relief was so great that it took the 
boyish form of anger ; and he answered, with a gruff- 
ness meant for dignified rebuke : " WeU, I think you 
might have supposed we should be anxious about 
you, Leonore. What could you mean by going off in 
that way for the whole day without a word V 

" I am responsible to no one for my actions," 
answered the young countess haughtily. " I am not 
under your charge ; and it was nothing to you if I 
chose to absent myself from your company for a 
day." 

" It will be nothing to you, then, I suppose," 
answered Henri warmly, " if Louis cannot sleep for 
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thinking you are lost, and if Guillaume is laid up 
with worry and fatigue and cold." 

He turned on his heel as he spoke, thoroughly 
angry, and began to walk home quickly by himself, 
intending to leave Leonore to her own devices. But 
he had not gone very far before there was a swift 
step behind him, and a hand was laid on his arm, 
while Leonore's voice said entreatingly, — 

"Henri, mon ami, do not be angry with me. I 
was wrong, truly. I might have known; but, in- 
deed, I did not think you would be anxious. I 
meant to give you pleasure, and now I can only give 
you pain." 

Her brilliant eyes were full of tears, and Henri 
was divided between sympathy and amazement. He 
had never seen Leonore so much moved before. But 
though entirely forgiving what concerned himself, he 
could not entirely dismiss resentment for his brother. 
He raised his cap, and said simply, — 

" And I was wrong so to address you, Mademoiselle 
la Comtesse de Villeneuve." 

"Please don't!" pleaded Leonore. "If you knew 
how I hate myself when I speak so to you, and that 
I really do not mean it! It is only a bad habit, 
which no one ever checked in me ; and if you knew 
what I must tell you — " Her voice failed again. 
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" You have heard bad news somewhere," ex- 
claimed Henri, with a start. " Leonore ! " — ^as a sudden 
idea flashed across him — " where did you go ? to St 
Croix?" 

Leonore bowed her head in answer, and two great 
tears rolled down in spite of all her efforts. 

"What is it?" asked Henri hoarsely. ** Father 
Gabriel?" 

"0 Henri, the dragoons have been there!" cried 
Leonore, in a kind of desperation. 

" And he is dead ! " answered Henri, with the 
calmness of a great shock. ^* Did you hear how it 
was, Leonore?" 

" He was in the church — it was just after service; 
and they came in suddenly. They bade him come 
away from the altar, and yield ; and he faced them 
on the steps, and would not They said he should 
go free if he would tell them where your father was ; 
and he would not. And then — O Henri ! they slew 
him there before the altar." 

" It was the death he would have chosen," answered 
the boy, almost proudly. " And what then ? Did 
you hear more, Leonore ?" 

*• I talked to an old woman who called herself 
Mfere Benoit," answered Leonore ; " and she told me 
that the wretches were so anxious that your father 
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should not escape them that they did not stay a 
moment after they bad murdered Father Gabriel; 
and so the rest of the village escaped." 

" They were the same, then 1 " muttered Henri 
between his clenched teeth. 

" She seemed so devoted to you aU, and so anxious 
to know if you had escaped, that I could not help 
telling her that I had seen you not long ago, and 
how things had turned out with you, Henri, 
did I do wrong?" 

"No; she is worthy of trust," answered Henri. 
" Poor old Benoit ! I am glad she has had tidings. 
Was she not terribly grieved, Leonore ?" 

" Henri, it was dreadful ! She would scarcely 
believe me. And most of all she wept for Aurfele. 
*He was too good to live,' said she; 'there would 
never be such another, even . at St. Croix.' I do 
think she would have been content that any one of 
you should have died, so that Aurfele had been saved." 

" And she was right," broke in Henri impetuously. 
" Aurele ! Aurfele !" And the boy fairly broke 
down, and sobbed aloud. 

Leonore did not know what to do. To see Henri 
like this fairly frightened her ; and she thought 
almost with awe of the unknown Aurele to whom 
such love was given. 
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After a few minutes Henri looked up again, and 
tried to speak as if nothing were the matter. " We 
are nearly home, Leonore," he said, with a smile that 
was piteous to see on so young a face. " I hope you 
are not very tired." 

" Oh, it does not matter about me !" cried Leonora 
under her breath. "0 Henri, I am very, very sorry!" 

Henri took her hand with an affectionate gestore, 
that did much to console her. 

" Thank you," he said simply. 




CHAPTER XIIL 

A NARROW E80APE. 

'EANWHILE Marie, too anxious to wait 
upstairs, was watching for her brothers 
and Leonore in the salon, which looked 
out upon the road. There were but two 
or three people in it while it was still so 
early, and they smoked their cigars and 
chatted for some time without seeming to notice her. 
But Marie could not help fancying that one of 
them — a dark, ill-favoured looking man — was 
watching her without appearing to do so, and with 
no kindly intent. She started when at length the 
man turned round and addressed her with an affec- 
tation of the deepest respect. 

" Mademoiselle is anxious for her brother, n'eaUce 
pas t Mademoiselle need not fear ; le jeune gentil- 
homme will soon find his way home with the other 
demoiselle." 

Marie looked at the man with as much calm 
(ai8) J 3 
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surprise as she could assume, and said in as rustic a 
tone as possible, " What did you say, monsieur ? My 
brother has gone after no jeune gentilhomme nor 
demoiselle. It is only Leonore whom he seeks, because 
we have still some way to walk to-morrow ; and she 
ought to come and go to sleep." 

"Why was not mademoiselle at the mass this 
morning ?" suddenly questioned her tormentor, while 
all the other men listened for the answer. 

" Oh, the mass ! " said Marie, with a slight shrug 
of her shoulders. "One can easily get absolution; 
and it is not every day poor peasants can spend in 
the woods." But she flushed up all over her face 
as she said it. She had never even equivocated 
before. 

Evidently the man was not satisfied, though he 
said no more to her. But he spoke once or twice to 
his companions in a low tone ; and Marie was sure 
that she caught the dreaded word " heretic." 

She was very much alarmed, and longed more 
than ever for her brother's return. Evidently these 
people were bigoted Roman Catholics, and their 
suspicions were ^aroused. If they should inform ! 
She felt as if she could not bear to remain any longer 
in the same room ; and as the rain had now ceased, 
she went out a few steps into the road. Yes ; they 
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were in sight — ^all three. Henri and Guillaume were 
talking earnestly to each other, and Leonore walked 
a little behind. Marie ran to meet them; but, in her 
already alarmed state, she was quick to catch the 
expression of their faces, and, stopping short, she 
exclaimed, " Henri, you have heard bad news !" 

" Hush, Marie ! " answered her brother anxiously. 
" Don't you see the street is full of idlers, and this is 
a Romanist place ?" 

" Oh, I will not show. Only tell me," said Marie 
imploringly; "it will be worse when we get in- 
doors." 

" Leonore has been to St. Croix," began Henri in a 
faltering tone. 

There was no need to say more. " And it is Father 
Gabriel!" ended Marie, under her breath. 

Henri did not a^wer; he was struggling for 
composure. GuUlaume came up and took Marie's 
arm. ** Yes; it is Father Gabriel : he died as he lived 
— a hero." And there was even a ring of exultation 
in the boy's tone, 

"0 Guillaume, was it very bad?" asked Marie, 
clinging to her brother for support. 

" Not very bad. He was shot down on the altar 
steps." 

They told her all that they had heard in a few brief 
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sentences, and then composed their faces as well as 
possible to enter the auberge, and answer the rough 
jokes of the men. They went upstairs at once, for 
all three were dripping wet; but Marie detained 
Henri for a moment after Gnillaimie, and drew him 
into their room, while she told him her fears about 
the men. 

He took the news even more seriously than she 
expected. "We are among a dangerous set," he 
said gravely ; " and these men would think it a good 
deed to inform against us." 

"I jam almost sure," said Marie, who was very 
pale, " that I heard one of them say, ' We will just 
see if the maire can find out what they are to- 
morrow.' " 

Henri stood in thought for a few moments, and 
then answered, "Well, Marie, there is no help for it 
I am very sorry to give you extra fatigue ; but we 
must leave the place secretly before the people are up. 
It would never do to run the risk of remaining here." 

"0 Henri, I am ready; but Leonore — she has 
walked all day." 

" And will walk all night too if it is necessary," 
said Leonore quickly, turning round. "Do you 
think I would be a drag upon you, even if it were 
not just as dangerous for me ? " 
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"I am very sorry, Leonore," said Henri, "but if 
you can walk, I think we must." 

" But certainly," answered Leonore, almost angrily, 
" I shall be ready at whatever time you choose." 

"Eest now, then," said the boy, turning to go. 
"Sleep well, Marie dear; and do not think about 
getting up, — I will wake you when it is time." 

But it seemed to Marie scarce half an hour after- 
wards that she was wakened by a whispered call, and 
saw Henri in the dim summer night standing dressed ' 
by her bedside. 

"0 Henri! is it time already?" she inquired, 
sleepily. " Why, it is quite dark." 

" It is past two," answered Henri, who had kept 
watch for the last hour, fearing that if he fell asleep 
again he might not wake till it was light. " It will 
soon be light; and these peasants rise so early, we 
must have a good start. Call Leonore, please, and 
come into our room when you are ready ; I will help 
Louis." 

When the two girls joined him a little later, they 
found he had arranged everything for their escape. 
There was a horse-block underneath their window, 
upon which he could easily let himself down, and 
then help the others to descend after him. 

They conscientiously calculated the amount of their 
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bill, and left the sum upon the rough wooden table in 
the girls' room. Then Henri noiselessly unfastened the 
lattice, and with some difficulty managed to squeeze 
himself through, and dropped lightly on the block. 

" I don't know how the girls will do it," he whis- 
pered anxiously, as Guillaume followed him and 
nearly pushed him off the block. 

Louis, frightened but silent, was next passed through 
the window, and Guillaume took him from Henri. 
Then Leonore tried to come through, but foimd it a 
more difficult matter than she had thought; and 
suddenly a bit of the lattice-work broke in her hands 
with a startling snap, as she plumped down upon the 
horse-block. 

There was an instant's breathless pause, and, as 
they fancied, a soxmd within the house. They stood 
horror-struck, not attempting to run away ; indeed, 
Marie had not yet left the room. However, nothing 
stirred afterwards; and Henri, growing bolder, whis- 
pered, " Now, Marie; there is no time to lose." 

Leonore moved aside; and Marie, climbing upon the 
narrow sill, sprung lightly down without a sound. 
With one consent they set off, running down the 
village street, and did not stop till they had left it 
quite behind, and were some way out upon the lonely 
road 
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" I don't think they are after ns," panted Leonore, 
as they paused for a moment to take breath. 

"No," said Guillaume. "I looked round as we 
turned the comer of the road. We were a long way 
off then, and there was nothing stirring." 

Suddenly Henri gave a cry of alarm. " My Testa- 
ment ! I have left it behind." 

" No ; here it is," gasped Marie, who held it in her 
hand. " I saw it on your bed just ate we were going 
away, and took it up. You did not leave the pocket- 
book, did you ? I could not see it anywhere." 

" No, I have that safe," said Henri, with a sigh of 
relief; and they walked on more quietly in the gray 
light before the dawn. 

It was a long, weary day; and owing to their secret 
flight, they had not been able to take any provisions 
with them. The sun came up with power, and burned 
fiercely upon the shadeless road, which they dared not 
leave, as it was so important that they should quickly 
reach Montauban. About ten o'clock, when they 
already felt as the day should have passed, they came 
to a running stream, and lingered some time by its side, 
trying vainly to satisfy both hunger and thirst with 
its refreshing water. Soon after this Louis stumbled 
and fell, and Henri took him up in his arms. So 
they went on, along that endless, glaring, dusty road. 
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They tried to sing, but their voices soon died away; 
and they trudged on silently, with the dogged tread 
of intense weariness. Marie felt as if they were 
walking on and on and on in some hideous drea«.; 
and when she opened her lips to speak and break the 
spell, the words refused to come. 

Still onward — still the same dusty road — still no 
sign of habitation. Marie noticed, in a dull, emotion- 
less way, that Leonore's breath came in deep gasps 
and her lips were blue and parched. No one spoke of 
resting; there seemed to be no idea left in any of their 
minds but to walk on until they dropped or reached 
Montauban. That was the one word that Marie could 
remember — Montauban — Montauban — Montauban ! 
Her very heart seemed to keep time to the word with 
dull, slow beats. 

At length the road grew wider; houses were seen at 
some distance on either side and in front — could it 
be, Marie asked herself, in a curious vague wonder, 
the town they meant to reach ? 

Still none of them spoke, though all lifted up their 
heads, and the flush grew deeper on Leonore's cheek. 
They had not entered the town when Henri stumbled; 
and Louis broke the silence by entreating to be set 
down — ^he was rested now. 

Henri set him down without a word, only keeping 
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hold of his hand. Guillaume did not seem to notice 
it; he walked with his head bent down and his eyes 
almost shut ; but Marie saw, still in the same dull 
way, that if it were not for Henri's hand Louis would 
have fallen every moment. 

As they came into the first street of the town they 
saw at a little distance a baker s shop. Leonore 
raised her hand and pointed to it, with hungry eyes. 
With one accord they aU pressed on towards it; not 
hastily, for that was beyond them. Just as they 
reached its threshold Louis fell down again, and this 
time he did not rise. He was in a dead faint. 

Marie knelt down by his side with a cry whiph 
brought the mistress of the shop, a stout motherly 
Frenchwoman, running to see what was the matter. 

" Ah, the poor child ! " was her exclamation, as she 
saw Louis. "Give him to me; thou canst not lift 
him, thou poor little one. Water — that is the thing. 
Come in, all of you." And pushing Marie gently 
aside, she took Louis up in her kind, strong arms, 
and carried him into a cool back parlour, where she 
and her equally stout, kind husband, who somehow 
appeared upon the scene, did their utmost to restore 
him to consciousness. 

It was not long before he opened his eyes, and 
smiled feebly at Marie, who stood over him. 
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" Bless his heart ! he will be all right in a moment," 
exclaimed the good-natured woman. "What have 
you been doing to the poor little thing ? He is fitter 
to be in bed than trailing the streets on such a day." 
Then looking up her eye fell on Leonore, who had 
sunk utterly exhausted into a chair; and she con- 
tinued, — "GorrnneTd, you all look half dead! and 
strangers ! What is it all about ? — ^Louis, mon ami, 
fetch some wine, or we shall have five children in a 
dead faint instead of one." 

Louis, the husband, good-htunouredly brought 
some wine, and made them all drink it ; though it 
was doubtful if the sour stuff was the best thing for 
them. The good-natured woman poured out a string 
of ejaculations and questions ; and as she perceived 
from their answers that there was something mys- 
terious about the affair, she went off into a series of 
nods and winks to her husband, which would have 
amused Marie, if all her senses had not been taken 
up with the effort to keep from fainting. 

She pressed food upon them; and though they 
could scarcely touch it at first, the healthy craving 
soon returned, and after making a hearty meal the 
four elder ones felt more like themselves. Louis lay 
silent on the sofa, scarcely eating anything, but smiling 
with a quiet content whenever any one spoke to him. 
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After their meal Marie drew out the little purse, 
which Henri kept replenished from his pocket-book, 
and, with many thanks, would fain have paid for 
their meal and departed ; but the good woman was 
quite indignant. 

" Do you think I am going to take money from a 
parcel of half -starved children like you?" she ex- 
claimed, with a vehemence which made the boys smile 
and Leonore flush angrily. "And do you mean to 
kill the child, that you talk of dragging him one step 
further to-day ? Tiens ! listen to me." 

She went and peered into the shop, beckoned out 
her husband, who had retired thither during their 
meal, and after his entrance shut the door of communi- 
cation with an air of great mystery. 

"What is it, then, petite femme?" asked the 
great good-natured fellow, with an amused smile. 

His wife made a funny little gesture of secrecy, and 
spoke in an undertone to her guests. " Come," she 
said, "I know all about it ; you need not be afraid of 
telling me. You are of the Reformed ; is it not so ? " 

Henri and Marie looked at one another, and 
scarcely knew what to answer. 

"Come, come," she repeated; "now one sees it, 
you are noble also. But it is quite safe to confide in 
Louis and me. See, I will trust you first." And she 
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at once, as they had been walking ever since two 
o'clock that morning. 

" Corn/ment, you don't say so ! " exclaimed their 
horrified hostess. "Why, the only wonder is that 
there is any life at all left in him. — Louis, get you 
back to the shop; thou art not wanted now: the young 
messieurs will doubtless amuse themselves here while 
mademoiselle and I take away this poor little one." 

" What will you do, Leonore ? " asked Marie, seeing 
a slight frown on that young lady's face. 

"Me! Oh, I shall rest here," answered Leonore 
carelessly, lying back on the rude sofa from which 
the good woman had just lifted Louis. — " Guillaume, 
cannot you find something to fan me with ? " 

Guillaume obediently came to her side, and sat 
fanning her more and more lazily, till at length the 
paper dropped from his hand, and Leonore looking 
up discovered that both her companions were asleep. 

She held up her finger with an amused smile as 
the baker's wife re-entered with Marie. But the good 
woman was not so easily repressed, and insisted on 
every one of them retiring likewise to bed, and stay- 
ing there till to-morrow morning. In fact, it was 
already late in the afternoon, and they were only too 
glad to put off all explanations and arrangements till 
next day. 
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drew out of an inner pocket a small French Testa- 
ment, and held it out. "Now mademoiseUe will 
believe me when I say that we also are of the 
Reformed." 

" You are very good," said Marie, with a grateful 
impulse. — "Henri, let me tell her. — ^It is true, 
madame ; we are of the Reformed, and we are noble. 
And the dragoons came upon us by night, and only 
we children are left of our house ; and we fly the 
country." 

" I knew it ! I knew it ! " cried the good woman, 
clasping her hands in trimnph. " Mademoiselle shall 
not regret having trusted us ; but she must trust us 
further. See, the house is large, — ^mademoiselle must 
have seen worse on her journey, — she must permit 
herself to remain here a day or two until the poor 
little monsieur is rested. — Shall it not be so, Louis ? " 

" If these ladies will condescend to remain under 
my roof, they shall be welcome, and the yoimg 
gentlemen also," answered the man, with a simple 
dignity which well became him, and a bow which 
included both Leonore and Marie. 

"We are very much beholden to you," answered 
Leonore, with a slight hauteur which was perhaps 
unconscious, and which was lost in Marie's hesitating 
entreaty that Louis might be put to bed somewhere 
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at once, as they had been walking ever since two 
o'clock that morning. 

" Cormnent, you don't say so ! " exclaimed their 
horrified hostess. "Why, the only wonder is that 
there is any life at all left in him. — Louis, get you 
back to the shop; thou art not wanted now: the yoimg 
messieurs will doubtless amuse themselves here while 
mademoiselle and I take away this poor little one." 

" What will you do, Leonore ? " asked Marie, seeing 
a sKght frown on that young lady's face. 

"Me! Oh, I shall rest here," answered Leonore 
carelessly, lying back on the rude sofa from which 
the good woman had just lifted Louis. — " Guillaume, 
cannot you find something to fan me with ? " 

Guillaume obediently came to her side, and sat 
fanning her more and more lazily, till at length the 
paper dropped from his hand, and Leonore looking 
up discovered that both her companions were asleep. 

She held up her finger with an amused smile as 
the baker's wife re-entered with Marie. But the good 
woman was not so easily repressed, and insisted on 
every one of them retiring likewise to bed, and stay- 
ing there till to-morrow morning. In fact, it was 
already late in the afternoon, and they were only too 
glad to put off all explanations and arrangements till 
next day. 




CHAPTER XIV. 

THE BAKER OF MONTAUBAN. 

|ENEI was the first to awake next morning, 
and lay lazily regarding the surrounding 
objects with such a feeling of rest as he had 
not known for weeks. No one, not even 
Marie, knew all that he had feared and 
suffered for the last two or three days. He was, 
perhaps, the only one of the five who fully real- 
ized the difficulties and dangers of their journey, 
and he had had graver fears for his little brother 
than he had ventured to put into words, even to 
Marie. But now, whether it was the effect of bodily 
and mental exhaustion, or the rest of being once 
more imder a roof which he instinctively felt was 
safe and friendly, he could feel nothing but content 
and thankftdness as he lay there in the warm, briffht 
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the unglazed lattice. 

Guillaume and he were alone: Marie had entreated 
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that Louis should be in the same room with herself, 
and Leonore had made no objection, so that there was 
no small, suflfering face on the pillow beside him to 
recall anxious thoughts. After a time he got out of 
bed; and guessing by the light and silence of the 
street that it was still early, he proceeded to dress 
leisurely, and with as little noise as possible, so as not 
to wake Guillaume. 

It was not long before there began to be a stir 
outside, and heavy steps, evidently those of the 
baker and his wife, went down the stairs. Guill- 
aume awoke, rubbed his eyes, and seeing Henri 
half dressed, sprung out of bed with a sudden fit of 
energy. 

" You need not hurry," said his brother, laughing. 
" It is quite early; and I do not think we shall start 
again to-day." 

"Do you know who these people are?" asked 
Guillaume, stopping short in his dressing. 

" No, except that they are of the Reformed religion, 
and by trade he is a baker." 

" How wonderfully good every one has been to us," 
said Guillaume thoughtfully. 

" Yes," answered Henri in a low tone ; " God has 
been with us all the way." 

They finished dressing in silence after that ; and 
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then Henri went to see if the girls were ready. He 
met the baker's wife coming out of their room. 

" Bon jour, monsieur," she said pleasantly. "You 
are early astir ; but the coffee is ready downstairs." 

"Is my sister — are the young ladies dressed?" 
asked Henri. 

"Monsieur will find his sisters ready to descend; 
but for the young monsieur his brother, I have 
begged mademoiselle to let him have coffee upstairs, 
and remain in bed for a while." 

Henri pressed on into his sisters' room: he had 
quite grown to look upon Leonore in that light; and 
he was anxious about Louis. However, the little 
fellow looked very well and happy in his fresh dean 
bed ; but owned that he was very tired, and would 
like to be left upstairs. 

So the four others went downstairs, and won the 
good people's hearts completely by their pleasant, 
respectful manners and gratitude for the kindness 
shown them. The rolls were all made and sent out 
already; but there were still some cakes to see after, 
and the young ladies begged to be allowed to help. 
The two boys at first stayed to watch ; but after a 
little while Henri slipped away to see after Louis. 

He opened the door very carefully, in case the 
child was asleep, and at first he thought it was aa 
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Louis was lying back with his eyes shut; he was 
yery much flushed, and his breathing came quick 
and short. 

" Louis ! " said Henri softly. 

Louis turned round with a quick, restless move- 
ment, and opened his large blue eyes; but they had a 
strange vacant look. " Henri," he said vaguely, not 
looking at his brother, "is it time to go on again 
ah-eady?" 

" No, Louis," answered Henri very tenderly, though 
he felt very much alarmed ; " we are going to rest 
to-day." 

" Rest — ^rest," murmured the little fellow, turning 
back again. '' When is mamma coming ? " 

" Do you want Marie, dear ? I will go and call her." 

" Mamma too ! — mamma I " insisted Louis. 

Henri slipped quietly downstairs, and went to look 
for Madame Argent, as he had discovered that their 
hostess was called. He found her in the parlour, 
where she did most of her light cooking, cutting 
some potatoes into strips, to fry for the cUjeiiner d la 
fov/rchette. She smiled and nodded to Henri, and 
asked what she could do for him. 

"I am grieved to disturb you, madame," began 

Henri ; " but if you could come up for a moment to 

look at my brother : I am afraid he is going to be ill." 
(ai8) 14 
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She looked at him sharply for a moment, and then 
said gently, "He is that already, monsieur. But 
come ; let us see what we can do." 

She went upstairs at once, followed by Henri. 
Louis lay just in the same position, and did not look 
up at their approach. Madame Argent felt his pulse 
and the pahn of his hand; upon which he roused him- 
self to ask faintly for water, and seemed revived 
when Henri gave him some. 

" I am so tired, Henri," he sighed, as he fell back 
again. " Is Marie asleep ? " 

" No, dear. Do you want her ? " 

" Ask her to come and sing to me, please." 

They went down agam, and Henri paused to ask 
anxiously what madame thought of his brother. 

"Oh ! he will do well enough, I hope," she answered 
cheerfully. " He is just altogether worn out, that is 
all; and no wonder. Please (Jod, a few days' rest 
will set him all right again." 

A few days! The words were enough in them- 
selves to make Henri very thoughtful as he went 
in search of his sister. 

She came at once, and was shocked and alarmed 
to see the change which an hour or two had appar- 
ently wrought in their little brother. She and 
Henri, with occasional visits from the other two. 
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spent the day with him, much of it in absolute 
silence, as Louis fell into restless sleep. There was 
no talk of going on that day, nor the next, which 
was passed much in the same way. 

On the third day he seemed much better; was 
quiet, and able to think and talk clearly. He even 
spoke of going on, and declared that he should be 
quite well enough to do so to-morrow. 

"What do you think, madame?" said Henri, 
following her into the garden alone that evening. 
" Will it be too soon ? Time is so very precious to 
us." 

"So is the life of monsieiur your brother, I should 
hope," exclaimed the good woman, almost angrily. 

Henri gasped as if he had been struck. " His life! 
Tou told me you did not think there was any danger, 
madame," he exclaimed. 

" Nor is there, so long as he lies quiet in bed ; but 
if you take him up now, and set him to walk ten — 
five — even one mile a day, ecoutez! his life is not 
worth that,"— with an expressive snap of her fingers. 
" The poor little fellow ! " she added, with a half sob, 
which Henri did not hear in his consternation. 

" What are we to do ? " he said at length. 

" I will tell you what you must do," she exclaimed 
suddenly, turning round upon him. "But stay; I 
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can explain nothing without my Louis. If monsieur 
will wait one moment." 

She vanished as she spoke into the house, and 
came back in a moment with the burly, good-natured 
man, who looked, as on the former occasion, much 
embarrassed by his wife's vigorous measures. "TeD 
him — tell the young monsieur, mon ami," she cried, 
with the same sob ih her voice, — ^"tell him what 
thou and I settled last night." 

Monsieur Ars^ent fidgeted, and seemed uncertain 
how to begin, while He:ri waited in dreary astanish- 
ment. " Monsieur sees," he said at length, " that it 
has pleased God to affict us — ^that we have no child." 

" But we had one — ^the angel ! " broke in his wife. 
"A little Louis; just the age of the little monsieur, 
when he died of the sweating sickness." 

Monsieur Argent bowed in grave assent to his 
wife's speech, and continued : " Therefore, as it seems 
a matter of great importance to monsieur that he 
should reach Amsterdam without delay, and as one 
sees clearly that the little monsieur will not be able 
to continue his journey for some weeks — " 

" Months ! " put in his wife. 

And with the same grave bow of assent, he pro- 
ceeded : " My wife and I are hoping that monsieur 
will see fit to intrust his little brother to our caro 
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until such time as it shall please Ood that they may 
rejoin each other in safety." 

Having delivered himself of this speech, Monsieur 
Argent heaved a deep sigh, and looked at his wife 
for approbation. 

Henri was thimderstruck. "Leave Louis — ^with 
you!" he stammered. "It is impossible; he would 
break his heart." 

" He has too much spirit for that," cried the good 
wife indignantly. " Ah, monsieur, believe me, none 
can so fitly care for a child as a mother, even if the 
child be noble and the mother of the people." 

" Indeed, I meant nothing of that sort," exclaimed 
the lad hastily. " I only meant — ^pardon me, madame, 
I do indeed see how kind you are; but it cannot 
be — ^we cannot spare our Louis ! " 

Madame Argent would have begun fresh explana- 
tions and entreaties, but her husband, with a tact rare 
in a man of his stamp, signed to her to be silent, and 
drew her away. " Tou will think of it, monsieur," 
he said in departing. " For the sake of monsieur's 
brother, I would pray him to do so." 

They went mdoors again ; and Henri wandered 
down the little garden in the sweet warm twilight of 
early autumn, through the orchard, where the fruit 
trees bent beneath their glowing burden, down to the 
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Kttle rivulet which flowed murmuringly at the end 
of the orchard 

He stood there on the brink, unconscious of every- 
thing around him, not even capable of connected 
thought, while the words seemed to echo in his 
mind, " If you take him away, he will die." 

But how to leave him behind I His little Louis, 
the pet and darling of the family, whose future life 
he and Marie had so often fancifully imagined to- 
gether, and without whom they should all feel lost 
How to leave him with these people ! Very good 
people, doubtless, but still only a baker and his wife, 
whom they had only known three days. He was 
just repeating to himself that it was impossible, when 
he heard his name softly called, and the next moment 
Marie stood beside him, with her dark eyes shining 
in the dim light bs she looked up in his f a<5e. 

''Henri, is anything the matter?" she said in a 
startled tone. " When I came downstairs just now 
to find you. Monsieur and Madame Argent were talk- 
ing in the pajrlour. Madame was crying ; Mid when 
I asked her for you, she said, * He is in the gardeui 
mademoiselle. Go and persuade him to do as we 
have said; it is the only way to save the little 
monsieur's life.* What does it mean, Henri ? What 
does she want you to do ?" 
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• She wants us to leave Louis behind, to be brought 
up with them," answered Henri, hoarsely and ab- 
ruptly. 

Marie started with a frightened gasp. " Henri ! 
must we really?" 

" Mvst r echoed the boy. " Can we give him up 
— we who have promised to stand by each other to 
the last ? I cannot do it, Marie." 

" But, Henri," suggested Marie timidly, "if we ought. 
What do you think mamma would wish us to do ?" 

" Do you think she would like him to be brought 
up as a baker's son ?" asked Henri bitterly. " He — 
a De St Croix of St. Croix — to be known as Louis 
Argent, and run the streets with the canaille of 
Montaubanl" 

" These good people would never let him do that," 
answered Marie, with a little flush of indignation. 
" See you, they never forget that we are noble, and 
they will take care that Louis does not learn bad 
ways. And as for the rest, I think our father would 
say that a true noble would never forget his birth ; 
and that it was not what he was obliged to do, but 
what he was himself, that mattered. Why, Henri, 
have not we ourselves been wandering like beggars 
for the last three weeks ? And do we feel ourselves 
a whit less noble ?" 
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*' We know it only a means to an end/' muttered 
Henri. " We are on our way to the land where we 
shall be able to resume our right place ; but to leave 
Louis here — " 

" They did not mean to keep him away for ever; 
they would let us send for him when we could?" 
questioned Marie eagerly. 

" So they say ; but who can tell when that will 
be ?" answered Henri bitterly. 

" If it may never be, then it will be because some- 
thing has happened to us/' suggested Marie softly. 
" Would he not be more out of harm's way to appear 
as the child of a baker, whom few, it seems, know as 
belonging to the Reformed religion, and all respect ?" 

" So you would be content/' cried the lad, turning 
almost savagely upon her ; " you would let him go, — 
our little Louis, — and go on just as happily if he 
were not with us ?" 

" Henri !" The anguish of that faint cry struck 
Henri to the heart as her hand slipped from his arm, 
and Marie sunk down in a burst of bitter weeping. 
He knelt down by her, covering her with caresses, 
and pouring out self-reproaches for his unkindness. 
Marie's tears, once yielded to, were difficult to check ; 
but she tried hard, and looked up at length with a 
bright April smile. 
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" Let US leave it to Louis himself," she said ; " he 
is no baby now, and it is only fair he should have 
some say in it." 

"Very well,'* said Henri at once; "we will leave 
it to him, — ^but not to-night, Marie. Do you think 

80?" 

" Oh no ; we will not disturb him to-night," said 
Marie. " He might not sleep after it ; and it is get- 
ting late." 

As she spoke they heard Leonore calling them, and 
saw her white dress coming through the darkness. 
Omllaume was with her, and they seemed full of fun 
and laughter. 

''Louis is fast asleep," said Leonore as she came 
up, " so GuUlaume and I came out to look for you. 
What are you discussing so soberly this beautiful 
night?" 

The light question met with an answer for which 
the speaker was little prepared. Henri gravely told 
them what had been proposed for the little one. 

Leonore was furious at the notion. She scouted 
the idea of Louis's life being in danger, and declared 
it was all a plot of these people, a scheme to get him 
for their own ; and was Louis to be sacrificed to such 
meanness ? &a, &c., — ^till Henri himself was fain to 
. take up the defence of the good people who had so 
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kindly sheltered them. Quillaume listened in perfect 
silence, without even on exclamation of surprise. 
Marie sUpped her hand into his, and he kept it 
there, but gave no other sign of feeling. 

They scarcely noticed how late it was growing, 
till Monsieur Argent himself came down the ordbard 
path, and with much hesitation submitted to monsieur 
that it was getting late ; and when people had to rise 
early for the rolls — Henri rose at once, and they 
all went in to bed. 




CHAPTER XV. 

Louis's choice. 

"ABIE, may I come in ? " 

It was nearly noon on the following 
,day, and Henri stood at the door of Marie's 
room, where Louis still lay. As he entered 
he could not help seeing that the little 
fellow looked more pale and fragile than 
ever. His golden hair fell back from a face whiter 
than the clean but unbleached cotton upon which it 
lay, and his eyes shone with the light of fever ; yet he 
turned round with a bright smile of welcome for his 
brother, and held out a hand so thin and wasted that 
Henri could have cried over it. Only Marie was in 
the room with him, Guillaume had gone out for a 
long walk by himself, and Leonore waa gathering 
apples with Madame Argent in the orchard. 

"Do you feel better to-day, Louis darling ?" asked 
Henri, as he sat down beside him. 
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" Oh yes, thank you ! " said Louis, with the same 
bright smile. 

" He always says he is better," said Marie, wistfully; 
" but just now he tried to walk across the room, and — " 
She stopped, fearful of giving way to a burst of tears. 

" And I couldn't," said Louis, taking up the sentence 
with that strange, quiet cheerfulness. " Isn't it odd, 
Henri ? because I feel really much better than I did 
the last two or three days. I suppose I shall get 
rested by-and-by, if I lie still long enough ; only I 
am so sorry, because I'm afraid it is only for me you 
are waiting now." 

" It is not that we mind the waiting,'* said Henri, 
hoarsely ; " only, do you know, Louis, Madame Argent 
thinks it may be a long time before you are strong 
enough to walk again." 

" Does she think I am going to die ? " asked the 
child, with an actual light of eagerness in his beauti- 
ful blue eyes. 

" Oh no, no ! " burst from his brother and sister at 
once. It was all they could say; and Marie knelt 
down by the window, that Louis should not see the 
struggle in her face. 

" I'm rather sorry, I think," Louis went on. " I 
thought about it all last night, when I was so vexed 
because I was keeping you all, and I saw Madame 
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Argent go out of the room crying ; and I thought if 
I did die it would be all right, because I should only 
go to mamma and papa and Aur^le, and then you 
would not have to carry me all the way." 

" O Louis ! please don't talk so ! " burst out 
Marie. " You are not going to die ; Madame Argent 
says so." 

"Then how long shall we all have to wait here ?" 
asked Louis in a resigned tone. 

" Well, that depends — " said Henri, hesitatingly. 

It was very touching to see the big, handsome 
bronzed lad bending over the slight, fragile, golden- 
haired child with such tender sorrow and care. 

" What should you think, Louis, of staying here to 
get well with Madame Argent, while we went on to 
Amsterdam,and thensent for you in some easier way ? " 

Louis gave a violent start; his cheeks flushed pain- 
fully, and the great blue eyes were turned entreat- 
ingly towards his brother. 

" Go on without me ! " he said. 

"Oh no, Louis darling, we won't!" sobbed Marie, 
falling on her knees beside him. "We will never 
leave you, if you don't like it." 

Henri put his hand on Marie's shoulder with a 
whispered " Hush !" though his own voice was husky 
as he spoke to Louis, 
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" You must think about it, darling ; and be quite 
sure we will not leave you, even for a time, unless 
you wish it. Madame Argent said it would be the 
best way, and we proposed to ask you ; but nothing 
shall separate us, my Louis, if you cannot bear it" 

The child buried his face in the pillow without a 
word, and no one spoke for a minute or more, for 
Henri signed silence to his sister. Then there was a 
knock at the door, and Leonore's voice said, rather 
timidly, " Henri and Marie, are you not coming down 
to the d^jeflner ? " 

" Yes; go down," said a small, smothered voice from 
the pillow. " Go away, even Marie, please ; and when 
you come up again I will tell you." 

They went down and left him alone; but as soon as 
the meal was over the brother and sister hurried up- 
stairs again, and came quietly into the room. 

Louis turned round with his quiet, bright smile. 

" I have thought about it, Marie," he said, as they 
came up to the bed. " I shall stay." 

Marie knelt down and kissed him, unable to speak. 

" I think papa would have said so," he went on in 
the same dreamy way. " I would rather have died, I 
think, unless dying hurts very much ; for then I 
should only have gone from you and Quillaume to 
papa and mamma and Aur^le. And now I shall be all 
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alone. But I don't mind it much, Marie, — never 
mind." For he guessed that Marie was crying, though 
he could not see her face. 

"Children de St. Croix!" he murmured, half to 
himself. "I don't remember much of the old days; 
but do you remember one Sunday papa was talking 
about that, and we asked how we could be Soldiers 
of the Cross; and he said we could not choose, — God 
would show us each our own way V* 

The two elders listened with astonishment, almost 
with dismay. To hear their little Louis, who had 
always seemed even more childish than his years, 
talking in this way — ^what did it mean ? Neither of 
them spoke; and Louis turned away again with a 
deep sigh. 

" I am so tired !" he said. " I think I could go to 
sleep again now, only you won't go away, will you ? 
I should like to see you as long as I can; and you 
ought to start to-morrow." 

" Oh, not to-morrow, — ^not so soon as that ! " cried 
Marie. 

" Yes, to-morrow," insisted the child quietly. — " Is 
it not right, Henri ?" 

** I suppose so," said the elder brother, very sadly. 

They moved away then to the window, where 
Louis could still see them, and after a little while 
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they thought he had fallen asleep; but he still seemeS 
restless, and at last asked where Quillaume was. 

" I will call him," said Marie. 

When she opened the door, she was surprised to 
find Leonore crouched on the narrow landing outside 
in an attitude of suspense. She sprung up. as Marie 
came out, asking, in an excited whisper, '' O Marie ! 
what have you settled ?" 

" He is going to stay," said Marie simply; " and he 
wants Quillaume." 

"Til find him!" and Leonore vanished down the 
narrow stairs in a moment. Marie went back and 
told Louis that Leonore had gone to find Quillaume ; 
and then she and Henri sat down in the window-seat 
again and waited. It was nearly an hour before 
Leonore came back and admitted Quillaume, white 
and trembling, but resolutely calm, and then lingered 
beseechingly at the half-closed door, until Marie 
beckoned to her to come in also. 

So they all sat together that long bright after- 
noon, the four talking in whispers at first, while 
Louis slept. They would have avoided speaking of 
their departure, when he awoke; but they soon 
found that it was the only thing he seemed to care 
to talk about. And every detail, so far as they knew, 
of their morrow's journey was settled by Louis's bed- 
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Side. Madame Argent left them to themselveH. She 
guessed pretty well how matters were going on. 

But the longest day comes to an end at last, and 
so did that long bright autumn day, which none of 
the children ever forgot. It grew too late to keep 
Louis talking any longer. They went down for a 
short time to make arrangements with Monsieur and 
Madame Argent. The short night passed, and^ the 
morning had come. 

They were to start very early ; and instead of the 
usual coffee and rolls, Madame Argent had prepared 
a meat breakfast for them at seven o'clock. One or 
other of them had been hanging about Louis since 
six. He had been carried down to see them at 
breakfast; and now was propped up again at his 
bed -room window, whence he could see them go 
down the orchard path and across the field, before 
the road must take them out of sight. Here they all 
came round him, to say good-bye for the last time. 
Marie was biting her lip to keep back the tears which 
she had prayed for help to repress. Louis must see 
her for the last time with a bright face. 

Louis was smiling too, though there was a quiver 
about his lip. " We have not had any singing this 
morning," he said wistfully, as they all came in. 
" Couldn't we have one song before you go ?" 

(618) I 5 
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Could they ? The elder ones exchanged glances at 
this simple and yet, it seemed, impossible request 
But they could not deny Louis ; and Leonora, seeing 
that they could not trust themselves to speak, 
bent forward and asked Louis what they should 
sing. 

" Sing the song of the Soldiers de St. Croix," he 
said. 

It was the oldest of all their songs that he asked 
for— one that they used never to be weary of singing, 
even when the words had little meaning for them, in 
the old home at St. Croix. Traditipn said that it 
had been composed on the march by an old Aurfele 
de St. Croix who went to Palestine in the First 
Crusade. They had sung it almost every day since 
they left St. Louis-de-Linard, and no one wondered 
at Louis's choice. Leonore began it, her rich young 
voice sounding alone at first ; but one after another 
they all joined in, and the old spirit kindled in them 
as they sang : — 

" It is true the road is rough and dreary ; 
It is true our feet are sore and weary ; 
Parched with thirst, our lips are craoked and bleeding, 
Scarcely can we see the banner leading : 

"Yet lift your hearts up, comrades, comrades. 
Lift your hearts up to the Lord ; 
Lo ! for each one of us his soldiers 
There's a crown of glory stored. 
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Much shall it profit us, comrades, comrades, 

If we cou^t this world as loss ; 
For there's a paradise beyond it 

For his Soldiers of the Gross. 

" Let VLB watch — the post is worth maintaining ; 
Let us fight — ^the strife is worth the gaining ; 
Till the sword is struck from arms unslackened, 
And we drop down dead in deserts blackened. 

" Yet lift your hearts up, comrades, comrades, &o. 

" Unto death we bear the cross of Jesus, 
Unto death we strike and know he sees us ; 
After death is time for peace and pleasure, 
After death comes rest beyond our measure. 

'* Then lift your hearts up, comrades, comrades. 

Lift your hearts up to the Lord ; 
Lo ! for each one of us his soldiers 

There's a crown of glory stored. 
Much shall it profit us, comrades, comrades. 

If, for life-long toil and loss. 
We hear him say, * Well done, my Soldiers, 

My brave Soldiers of the Cross.' " 

Even Louis found strength to join in that chorus, 
and when it was over he lay back content. 

" Say good-bye now," he said. 

Leonore came and kissed him, and then drew back 
again, but could not bear to leave the room. And 
the sister and brothers kissed each other with long 
lingering kisses and resolute smiles, and then took 
up their cross and turned away. 

Down through the orchard they went, each one 
lingering and looking up to the little casement where 
the golden head shone so brightly, and the blue eyes 
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followed them so wistfully, and the little hand flut- 
tered a signal of good-bye. At the comer of the 
field they stopped to take a farewell look ; and then 
with one accord they turned and ran till they could 
run no longer. 

Late that night, after singing but one hynm, and 
that brokenly, they lay down once more by a camp- 
fire to rest. Marie, after thankfully watching Henri 
fall asleep — he had not slept the whole of the pre- 
ceding night — ^stayed for a long time talking in aJow 
tone to Guillaume, who, in one of his rare fits of un- 
reserve, was pouring out all his self-reproach for his 
late neglect of Louis and unfair treatment of Henri 

" There never was such a fellow for thinking of 
every one except himself," he concluded. " O Marie! 
I wish I were like him." 

"Hush, then, my Guillaume," said Marie softly. 
" Henri would not like you to say that. Don't you 
remember Aurfele used to say we must not try to be 
like one another, but like Christ?" 

" Please God, so I will," said the boy solemnly. 

In the silence which followed, Marie heard some- 
thing which soimded like a moan from Leonore, whom 
she had fancied to be asleep. Guillaume heard it too, 
and half-started up. Marie went to her, and was 
almost frightened ; for Leonore was crying bitterly, 
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her whole frame heaving with the long deep-drawn 
sobs. Marie had never seen her cry before. 

" Leonore! O Leonore! what is it ?" she asked, with 
her arm round the sobbing girl. 

Leonore clung tightly to her, and gasped out, " O 
Marie ! don't hate me. Love me a little, for I am so 
miserable. I have no one in all the world, and it 
makes me nearly mad to see you all together ; but I 
did not mean to take Guillaume away from Louis." 

" Nor did you, darling," said Marie, with her ten- 
derest caresses. " Louis loved you — we all love you, 
Leonore." 

Guillaume had heard his own name, and came for- 
ward. "Leonore," he said, with a trembling voice, 
" you make me more miserable by thinking so. Pray, 
don't cry. Be our sister. Let us comfort each 
other." 

Leonore caught him by the hands and kissed him 
for the first time, with Marie's arm still round her. 
Then Guillaume crept back again, and' Marie and 
Leonore fell asleep together. 




CHAPTEB XVL 

CAUGHT AT LAST. 

[WO or three days passed, and the natural 
cheerfuhiess of the French temperament 
reasserted itself. But still they missed 
Louis daily, hourly; missed him in every 
way, though no one would have owned that they got 
on with their journey more quickly now that they 
had left Louis behind. 

Leonore was a great help to them all. Her mis- 
chief was almost entirely laid aside, and she seemed 
to have suddenly become far more womanly ; but her 
high spirits kept them cheerful in spite of themselves, 
and they often said to each other how fortunate it 
was that they had met with her. 

It was mid-day, and they were coming into a little 
town, such as they frequently passed through now. 
They intended merely to make a few purchases, and 
then to go some way on the other side of the town 
before dining, as they had not walked very far that 
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morning. Generally, they went as quickly and 
quietly as possible through anything like a town. 
But from habit they were getting a little careless 
about keeping out of the way; and seeing a crowd 
round a fussy little man, who was haranguing loudly 
on the steps of a large building, curiosity made them 
linger to hear what was the matter. 

He had a table in front of him, and one person 
after another came up, it seemed, for the purpose of 
signing something that lay upon it. Before they did 
so, however, he recited to them in a loud voice the 
subject of the paper; and as the reciting took up 
at least three minutes, and the signing — or rather 
marking, for there was scarce one in all that as- 
sembly who could write — scarcely one, the eflFect 
was as of a continued discourse. 

The four children got entangled in the crowd before 
they were aware, as they came nearer in the hope of 
catching what was said. Leonore was first, closely 
followed by Henri ; Guillaume and Marie got sepa- 
rated from them a Uttle way; indeed. Marie did not 
quite see what they were doing. She was busy in a 
mental calculation of the money in her purse after 
their recent purchases, and did not notice particularly 
what was going on around her. 

It flashed upon Henri, as he came near enough to 
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hear, that this was some oath the people were taking, 
probably one of which he heard several people speak 
of late, — an oath of obedience to the King and Pope, 
and a declaration of faith in the Boman Catholic 
religion according to them. In a moment he saw 
how heedless they had been, and with a hasty whisper 
to Leonore, he tried to draw her away. 

But he was too late. The man had seen him, and, 
leaning forward, called to him to come up and sign 
the paper. Henri still tried to withdraw; but this 
only excited suspicion. Two or three hands were 
stretched out to prevent him, and the man repeated 
his demand. He paused for an instant to reflect 
upon his answer, and in that moment Leonore 
pressed forward to the table. 

"What would you with my idiot page, sir?" she 
asked, with a resumption of her old haughty manner. 

The man was evidently surprised, and then, with a 
true French shrug of the shoulders, handed the pen 
to Leonore. 

" Nay, mademoiselle," he answered, " this is no oath 
for idiots, but for all who love God and the king, 
whether noble or simple. Mademoiselle is doubtless 
able to read the paper and to sign her own name. 
My orders are that all in this town shall sign it before 
the night has passed." 
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"Read it to me," said Leonore, feigning not to 
understand. 

Such ignorance was often found then even among 
the upper classes. The little man, nothing loath, took 
up the paper again and read it through. It was just 
such an oath as Henri had feared, one that no true 
Protestant could subscribe with a clear conscience. 

Leonore listened with the utmost gravity to the 
end, and then bowed low. 

"One's ignorance becomes a pleasure when one 
hears monsieur read," she remarked with great polite- 
ness. "Yes, I quite understand. I am much obliged 
to monsieur." 

She bowed again, and made a movement to with- 
drawy with such calm assurance that the little man 
stared, and had almost suffered her to go. With 
a sudden resolve, however, he signed to those around 
to prevent her, while he said, " Pardon me; but made- 
moiselle has not taken the oath." 

"Comment!" exclaimed Leonore, with well-acted 
surprise, " I have heard monsieur read it." 

" Yes, yes ; but that is not aU. Mademoiselle must 
have the goodness to lay her hand on this book here, 
and repeat these words after me." And he ran off a 
short formula of unconditional acceptance. 

Leonore remained silent. 
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'' Comment! mademoiselle does not mean that she 
refuses to take the oath!" 

There was an instant's pause, and then Leonoie 
answered boldly, " Yes; I do refuse it." 

The crowd moved Mdth eager expectation. All eyes 
were turned towards Leonore. She meanwhile was 
quivering with anxiety to know whether Henri* had 
obeyed her imperious gesture, and withdrawn with 
his brother and sister; but she would not look round, 
for fear of drawing attention to them. 

"Take her away," commanded the little man at 
length. He was new to this sort of work, and having 
been appointed to a very loyal district, had never 
met with resistance before. " Take her, and her idiot 
page also; let them be carefully guarded in the 
bureau until to-morrow, when they will retuin with 
me to Marmande, to go before the officers there." 

Thus Leonore knew that Henri was still behind 
her; and they were marched off without being able 
to exchange a word. But both noticed that Qiiill- 
aume and Marie had disappeared. 

On seeing that Leonore was " in for it," Henri had 
turned to look for Guillaume and Marie, and had 
been able to sign unperceived to the former. Guill- 
aume took in the state of affairs at a glance, and 
acted promptly. 
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"Where's Henri ?" Marie had asked, as she looked 

4 

up at lengtL 

''On there/' said Guillaume, leading her in quite 
a different direction. ''Let us make haste; we must 
catch them up." 

He hurried her on down the street for some way, 
and then turned aside into a narrow by-way, before 
she exclaimed, "Guillaume, you must be wrong. 
There is no sign of Henri or Leonore. Let us go 
back and look for them." 

" I will go," said Guillaume hurriedly; " they must 
be dose behind, at any rate. Wait here for me, please 
Marie, or we shall all be losing each other." 

He ran off without giving her time to remonstrate, 
and made his way as quickly and cautiously as pos- 
sible to the spot he had just left. His worst fears 
were confirmed. Henri and Leonore were being led 
away prisoners. 

He mingled with the crowd which pressed round 
them, taking care not to excite suspicion by his 
looks. For one instant he managed to get close to 
Henri, and felt something pressed into his hands, 
though Henri's head was turned away. It was the 
packet of papers and money. Guillaume thrust it 
into his bosom and followed the crowd for a few 
steps further, till they came to a small official build- 
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ing, whether a prison or merely a justice court he 
could not make out, as only the prisoners and a 
couple of gendarmes, who had acted as their guard, 
were allowed to enter. Guillaume waited till the 
door had actually shut upon them, and then, slipping 
aside, ran as soon and as fast as he dared to Marie. 

She was waiting for him in considerable anxiety. 
" Guillaume ! " she exclaimed, " I thought you 
would never come; and I. should have gone after 
you, only I feared we should miss one another. But 
why are you alone? Where have you left Henri 
and Leonore ? " 

•* They are taken," said Guillaimie abruptly, as he 
leaned against the wall and covered his face with 
his hands. 

She scarcely understood. " Taken ! " she repeated ; 
and then, as the truth dawned upon her, she cried, 
" Guillaume, Guillaume, you do not mean that they 
have been arrested ! " 

He did not answer. 

She leaned back, also overcome. The blow was so 
sudden, and, after such a long time of safety, so un- 
expected. 

" How was it ? " she asked at length. " I saw 
nothing. Was it that man who was calling out on 
the steps ? " 
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Guillaume nodded. 

" And where are they taken i Guillaume, did 
you find out ? " 

" I do not know what the place is, but I saw them 
go in. We must wait now ; we can do nothing till 
the streets are quieter, and then I will show you the 
place." 

They went outside the town into some fields, and 
tried to eat some food, but it was almost impossible. 
They wandered restlessly up and down, and at length 
went back into the town again. 




CHAPTER XYIL 

IN THE PBISON. 

^EAN WHILE Henri sat alone in the prison; 
for he had been confined in a separate 
room from Leonore, and had not been able 
to speak to her since their arrest. He 
intended to play the part which Leonore 
had assigned to him, of her idiot page, as 
long as possible, though he was not quite sure how 
she intended it to benefit either of them. 

It will easily be imagined that he felt very miser- 
able. The trials of the last few weeks had done 
much to depress his naturally buoyant spirits, and 
thus he was more cast down by his present position 
than he would otherwise have been. He knew well 
enough now what an arrest meant for those who 
would not recant. At the mildest, it meant a con- 
vent for the girl, the galleys for the boys; beyond 
that he did not care to think. He sat with his head 
on his hands, trying to realize what it would be, 
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trying to school himself to face the only too probable 
fact that he should never see his brothers and sister 
again. The scalding tears forced themselves slowly 
between his fingers as he sat there, and he dashed 
them passionately away. Then he threw himself 
upon his knees, and spent his time in alternate 
prayers for help, and thanksgiving that Marie was 
not there, and that Guillaume had the packet safe. 
As for the Testament, Marie had been carrying it at 
the time, so that too was safe. 

The day passed wearily away. Only once a gen- 
darme came to him, and brought some food; but 
mindful of his part, Henri did not speak a word to 
him. Towards evening, when it was getting dusk, 
he heard some one whistling beneath his window 
outside: it did not look into the street, but into a 
narrow passage at the back. He listened eagerly; it 
was the tune of the Soldiers of the Cross, and he 
knew it must be Guillaume. The window was too 
high for him to see so near underneath it ; but he 
waited for a pause, and took up the tune himself. 
They answered each other in this way for some 
minutes, and then Guillaume ceased — ^he supposed 
for fear of exciting suspicion. 

As night came on, and still no one appeared, he 
came to the conclusion that he was to spend it just 
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where he was, and wondered anxiously what Leonore 
was doing. At length he fell into an uneasy dum- 
ber; and so the night passed, and another dear, 
beautiful morning dawned. 

It was still very early when he was taken out of 
his prison by two gendarmes i and he found a smdl 
body of them waiting outside, who had evidently 
been sent from the next town for the purpose of 
escorting the prisoners. Leonore was already in 
front, riding on a smaU horse, with a mounted gen- 
darme on either side of her. She did not look round 
at him, and he tried to appear as vacant and silly as 
possible. 

It was a great relief to him to find that the town 
to which they were bound was a stage further on 
their way to Bordeaux. He could scarcely have 
explained why, as he had not the slightest hope of 
release ; but he liked to think that they were still 
going on. Besides, he knew that Guillaume and 
Marie would be sure to have found out where they 
were going, and would follow them as long as pos- 
sible. 

It was late in the afternoon when they reached 
Marmande, and they were kept waiting for some 
minutes in the broiling sun while one of the men 
waited on the council for orders. Finally, they were 
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taken to the common prison, but still were confined 
separately and alone, and informed that they would 
go before the magistrate on the morrow. 

Henri received the news with indifference. He 
was so far exhausted by this time as to imagine that 
he had made up his mind to the worst, and could 
receive it with stoical calmness: only he did want 
very much to know where Leonore was, and how she 
was feeling; and Guillaume and Marie, were they 
safe, and did they know where he was ? Ah ! it was 
of no use to affect indifference ; the bowed head and 
locked hands told a different tale — when he was 
alone. 

The day came, and the time for the trial. Henri 
was summoned roughly about noon, and conveyed a 
short way down the street to the council-room, where 
the judge for that province was then sitting. It was 
a large, poorly-furnished room ; the judge, a gentle- 
looking old man with white hair, sat at a table at 
the farther end, Mdth a clerk writing at a smaller 
table just beside him. As he entered the room his 
eyes fell upon Leonore. She had just been brought 
in, and was already undergoing her examination. 
Henri, as he listened, was astonished by the readiness 

name and rank, and told them what was the truth, 
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that she was flying from her relatives, who were 
Roman Catholics. She allowed it to appear that she 
was travelling alone with her page, as she called 
Henri ; and threatened them in no very gentle terms 
with the vengeance of her powerful relatives if she 
were not treated in a befitting manner, or bestowed 
anywhere but with them. The judge knew well 
enough that if her tale were true it was the only 
course open to him to pursue, and that his wisest plan 
was to treat her with all respect until her relatives 
could be communicated with. He therefore ordered 
that she should be removed to a convent, dud that 
the nuns should have charge of her until orders 
arrived from M. de Villeneuve. 

He then beckoned Henri to approach, and pro- 
ceeded to interrogate him. The lad, mindful of his 
part, answered not a word for some time, but stared 
blankly at the judge. Suddenly, as sometimes will 
happen even on the most serious occasion, a keen 
sense of the ludicrous side of his position struck him, 
and it was with the greatest difficulty that he re- 
strained himself from a burst of laughter. 

The truth was, he was thoroughly unhinged. He 
felt as if he were in a dream: the judge's voice 
sounded far off; and yet he noticed everything, even 
to the motes in the sunbeam which came in from the 
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window high above, and shone on Leonore's tawny 
hair as she stood a little aside with her attendants, 
endeavouring, with tolerable success, to conceal how 
anxious she was about Henri's examination. 

He knew how important it was — how the least 
suspicion of his sanity might be fatal to him now ; 
and yet he felt as if he were losing all control over 
himself. At length the idea struck him that, being 
such an insane thing to do, it might not matter 
whether he gave way or not, so long as he laughed 
foolishly. He had not the least idea what the judge 
was saying by this time — the room felt as if it were 
turning round — when suddenly he startled them all, 
even Leonore for a moment, by a loud and prolonged 
burst of laughter. 

The judge spoke to him angrily ; he knew that, 
but only laughed the more. He became conscious 
that the judge was looking thoroughly puzzled ; that 
Leonore spoke sharply of the folly of wasting time 
on an idiot who had but one idea — to do as she bade 
him; and then — ^and then he saw an evil-looking 
man stoop down to the judge and say in a low, dis- 
tinct tone, evidently meant for him to hear,— 

•* Try what the torture-room will do, monsieur I" 

His senses were all alive in a moment, and he had 
almost stopped laughing. If he had, it would have 
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been fatal. But the pause was only momentary; the 
next instant he saw the trap, and laughed the louder. 

The man looked baffled, and yet not wholly satis- 
fied. He was about to make some other suggestion, 
when Leonore broke in again, — 

" Corn/meTit, monsieur! is the Comtesse de Villeneuve 
to be kept waiting here all day ? When you have 
quite satisfied yourself that there is no more sense 
than heresy in my poor lad there, perhaps you will 
allow us to withdraw to this convent of yours, where 
I trust I may be able to support life until mykinsman 
appears." 

" It is impossible that mademoiselle can retain the 
services of her page in the convent," answered the 
judge testily. " He must be confined separately." 

" And why so ?" demanded Leonore with well- 
affected indignation and surprise. " Have you found 
him guilty of heresy ? K I may not keep my own 
attendant in the convent because, forsooth, your nuns 
cannot suffer even the semblance of a lad, he shall go 
and bring me my own woman from Villeneuve." 

•* Kthe lad is an idiot, he can scarce be trusted Mdth 
a message," observed the dark man who stood at the 
judge's elbow. His eyes were fixed on Henri, who, 
though his heart beat loudly with suspense, affected 
to be indifferently counting his buttons. 
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" Does not even a dog know its master ?" retorted 
Leonore in a tone of contempt. "If I give him a 
token, and say but the name, you shall see he will 
bring me my woman quicker than any of your 
gendarmes could do it were the dragoons at their 
heels !" 

This speech provoked a grim smile from most of 
the audience ; and then there was a pause, while the 
judge, the dark man, and the derk conferred together 
in low, brief sentences. 

At length, apparently against the opinion of one 
of them, but seconded by the man who acted as clerk, 
the judge turned round and signified that the request 
might be granted; but that the message must be 
given, and the lad despatched at once, in his presence. 

"The sooner the better," answered Leonore in- 
differently. "I will send her something from my 
person ; she will understand the more quickly." She 
unfastened a silken handkerchief from her neck as 
she spoke, and held it out towards the judge. " Per- 
haps monsieur will like to see for himself that there 
is no dark heretical scheme concealed in it," she 
added, with a curl of scorn on her handsome lip. 

The dark man took the handkerchief from her 
hand, and gravely examined every part of it. Having 
apparently satisfied himself, he suddenly held it out 
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to Henri, with the words, " There, go ; and be thank- 
ful that you have got off so easily." 

Henri waa ready-witted enough to stare vacantly 
at the handkerchief, without offering to take it. 
Leonore burst into a mocking laugh: — 

" It is a good animal, you see. Give me the hand- 
kerchief, and rest content." 

The man, still narrowly watching them both, 
handed the handkerchief back to Leonore, who ap- 
proached Henri, and placed it in his hand. "Ecoviez ! " 
she said slowly and deliberately, looking straight into 
his eyes. " Take it to Madame Bernard, VillBneuve." 
She repeated the name twice, and Henri nodded 
several times with every sign of comprehension. He 
then placed the handkerchief in his bosom with a 
reverent care, which was hardly exaggerated, bowed 
very low, and turned to leave the room, as if uncon- 
scious of everything but his message. 

His quick, assured movement took them by sur- 
prise; no one attempted to stop him, and the gen- 
darmes in charge of the door looked inquiringly at 
the judge as Henri approached. 

" Yes, let him go," said the judge ; and the door 
was opened. But Leonore noticed with alarm that, 
at a sign from the dark man, one of the gendarmes 
slipped out also and followed him. But Henri was 
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quick enough to notice this himself, and acted upon 
his instant resolution. He set off at a quick regular 
trot down the street in the direction which they had 
come that morning, repeating aloud as he ran, " Ville- 
neuve! Villeneuve! Villeneuve!" 

He had not gone in this way very long before he 
became aware that the man, who had at first followed 
him briskly, was falling behind. Evidently he did 
not see the fun of chasing an idiot boy out of the 
town under such a broiling sun, and his footsteps soon 
ceased altogether. Henri, on hearing this, gradually 
slackened his pace ; and when he had got quite out 
of the town again, and felt certain that no one was 
in sight, he ventured to stop altogether, and fling 
Jbimself for a few minutes on the grass beneath the 
hedge. 

After making quite sure that he was not ob- 
served in any way, he drew out the handkerchief 
which Leonore had given him, expecting that at the 
last minute she would have managed to slip some- 
thing into its folds. Nor was he mistaken; for he 
found a scrap of cambric, evidently torn off before- 
hand from some portion of her attire, on which, in 
faint red characters, as if they had been written with 
the point of a pin dipped in blood, he read these 
words : — 
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" Adieu, mon ami. Forgive me, and leave at once. 
You can do nothing more for me; I am safe. Thank 
you for ever. Adieu." 

It took him some time to make out this; and he 
thought with a pang of what it must have cost her 
to write it. He was still reading it over, when he 
heard footsteps on the road, and instinctively he 
sprung over a low wall, and concealed himself till 
the traveller had passed. Hiding there, he began to 
consider seriously what to do next. To find Guill- 
aume and Marie, and consult them. Qood ; but 
how? Clearly they would not be anywhere on this 
side of the town ; probably they were trying to dis- 
cover his whereabouts within it. He knew it would 
be madness for him to venture back into the streets 
again ; there were too many to recognize him. 

At this moment he heard fresh footsteps on the 
road, coming this time towards the town instead of 
from it. He cowered still lower behind the wall, 
and listened as they drew near. Hark! there was 
one whistling. It was the tune of the Soldiers of 
the Cross. 

Forgetting all prudence in the instant conviction, 
Henri sprung out into the road again, and the next 
instant was clasped in Marie's arms. A torrent of 
eager questions followed, and somewhat incoherent 
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rapture, on the part of all three. Then recollecting 
the danger he still ran, Henri drew them aside from 
the road ; and they made their way to a small thicket, 
lying at a little distance within the field, where 
He^ narrated his adventures. 

He learned, in return, that Guillaume and Marie 
had been hanging about the prison at Forte St. 
Marie almost the whole of last night, without being 
able to discover any news ; and it was only this morn- 
ing that they accidentally discovered that both the 
prisoners had been taken yesterday to Marmande for 
judgment. They had set out at once, intending to 
discover them by the same means ; and it was only 
just on nearing the town that Guillaume began to 
whistle the time which had produced Henri before 
them, as it were by magic. 

They agreed that Henri should remain concealed 
where he was. and Maxie with him. while Guillaume 
should go cautiously into the town, buy some food — 
of which they all stood in need-and. if possible, leaxn 
the whereabouts of the convent in which Leonore 
was confined. Guillaume accordingly departed, and 
Henri and Marie spent the time of his absence in 
devising impossible means of rescuing Leonore, but 
could not help a conviction that, after all, they were 
impracticable. 
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It was late in the afternoon when GuillaTime came 
back, and he brought but little encouragement. He 
had found out where the convent was, but could not 
find any way of approach to it, as it was shut in on 
all sides with high walls in the midst of the town. 
His idea was that they should all sleep, if possible, 
for the next two or three hours; and then Henri and 
Marie should make a circuit of the town, and wait 
for him on the other side, while he went through by 
the convent again, and made another attempt to 
communicate with Leonore imder cover of the night 
Then he would join theminthemoming,and they would 
be able to get away before there was any fresh stir. 

" And leave Leonore ! " exclaimed Marie. 

Guillaume was silent. 

"What can we do ? " said Henri, in a low tone, full 
of pain. "There seems no chance of rescuing her 
again; and if we delay, we rim the risk of being 
taken ourselves, without being able to help or even 
to see her." 

**0h," cried Marie, with a gesture of despair, 
" shall we ever be sure of each other again ? After 
all the rest — ^first Louis, and now Leonore." 

Henri hid his face. Guillaume, after a few minutes' 
silence, whistled slowly the chorus of the Soldiers de 
St. Croix. 
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" Tou must whistle that to-night, Guillaume," said 
Marie, looking up, and trying to speak cahnly again. 
" And now you and Henri must lie down and go to 
sleep, I could not sleep just now, if I were to try ; 
so I will wake you by-and-by, lest we should not 
have time." 

After a little persuasion the boys consented to do 
so, and Marie agreed to wake them after it had been 
quite dark about an hour. They fell asleep almost 
directly ; and Marie sat between them, with her back 
against a tree, watching the sunlight slant more and 
more between the branches, till at length it seemed 
to strike upward instead of down. Then it sunk 
altogether, and a pale red flush spread itself over the 
sky, and faded away. It grew dusk, and Marie won- 
dered how long they had been sitting there. She 
began to feel very drowsy, and had to pinch herself 
to keep awake. She looked at the boys — there was 
still light enough to see their faces — ^they were sleep- 
ing soimdly. She was struck by the little difference 
that they showed, now that they were both asleep. 
Guillaimie was nearly as tall as Henri, and their 
features were very similar, but in expression and 
colouring they differed entirely. Henri's frank, open 
face was as like his father's as his brown hair and 
eyes. In Guillaume's dreamy reserve and pale. 
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almost sallow complexion, he was like no one else in 
the family, except, perhaps, Father OabrieL His 
hair was as black as Marie's, but he had a magnifi- 
cent pair of gray eyes under their heavy fringe of 
black eyelashes. Marie thought of her little Louis, 
so different from these two, and lately so like Aur^le. 
She wondered what he was doing now ; and pulled 
herself up with a start, just as she was falling asleep 
again. 

It was quite dark now, and Marie began to wonder 
how she should know when an hour had passed. In 
fact, she was so afraid of letting them oversleep 
themselves, and the tii^e seemed so long, that she 
waked them in reality scarcely half an hour after- 
wards; but they were quite ready for the night's 
work. 

Henri and Marie set off to walk round the town, 
and Guillaume crossed the field into the highroad by 
himself. There was none about, and very little stir 
even in the town when he approached it ; some of 
the houses had already shut up for the night, but in 
the principal street there was a good deal going on, 
as, in fact, it was scarcely ten o'clock by the time 
Guillaume reached the town. He soon found that it 
was too early to do much near the convent, so he 
withdrew into the quieter streets, and sat down by the 
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river-side for some time, watching the moon rise over 
the houses. 

At length he became aware that everything had 
grown still around him, and that the whole town had 
gone to sleep. He rose from his seat, and walked away 
towards the convent, which was at no great distance. 
Its high dark walls and general outline reminded 
him very much of the one from which they had 
taken Leonore ; but this one was surroimded by an 
outer wall about twenty feet high, and the convent 
itself stood some way back within it. A narrow, 
dark alley led round the wall from the street to the 
back of the convent Guillaume went down this, 
and came out in a quiet open space covered with 
short grass, evidently the drying - ground of the 
convent. The moonlight now made everything 
clearly visible, and he thought perhaps it might be 
possible to climb up on the wall by means of one of 
the buttresses with which it was strengthened here 
and there. With great difficulty and many falls he 
succeeded at last in getting sufficiently high to look 
over the wall. On the other side also it went down 
straight for twenty feet to a stony gravel path. 
There were no trees anywhere along the whole line 
of wall by which he might have obtained a hold. 
The convent here advanced nearer to the wall than 
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in front, and a long line of windows fronted him not 
thirty feet from where he clung. There was no sign of 
life about the place ; all was dark and silent. After 
a minute or two Guillaume began softly to whistle 
the Soldiers de St. Croix, and paused in the middle. 

There was no answer, except that he fancied some- 
thing stirred in one of the rooms just opposite ; and 
after waiting some time, and feeling that he could 
not hold on much longer, he began again. 

This time a window opposite to him was slowly 
and noiselessly opened, and a white figure showed 
itself for an instant. Guillaume held his breath and 
bent his head out of sight for a moment, to consider 
whether he was safe or not. As he stooped he heard 
the tune continued, very faintly, but still a continua- 
tion and not an echo. 

He looked up, and there, leaning out into the 
moonlight, he saw Leonore. She was kneeling on 
the sill, with her long gleaming hair falling all aroimd 
her ; and even at that distance Guillaume could see 
how her eyes shone. They did not dare to speak to 
each other; they were not near enough for that. But 
she kissed her hand to him once, and then waved to 
him to go away. Guillaume answered by a gesture 
as if to leap down inside the waU, but her horrified 
signs reminded him the next moment of the extreme 
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folly and uselessness of such a proceeding. She still 
urgently signed to him to go, and he felt that his feet 
were slipping. He held up something, and made signs 
that he wanted to throw it in : it was only a fold of 
paper on which they had written a farewell letter that 
afternoon, earnestly hoping against hope that they 
might not need to send it, and contained a little gold 
cross, which she would know for Marie's, and two 
locks of short hair cut from the boys' heads. 

Leonore moved aside a moment from the narrow 
window, and he threw it straight into the little cell; 
then she leant out again for a moment. And so he saw 
her for the last time, with the light on her tawny 
hair and her softened yearning face. Then his feet 
slipped again, and he half fell, half slipped to the 
ground ; and so went sorrowfully away to join his 
brother and sister on their weary journey again. 




CHAPTER XVm 

FISH-BABBELS. 

[ORDEAUX at last! A wUd September 
evening drawing in rapidly; a fresh 
smell of the sea blowing up the broad 
river; a general ah: of business and pros- 
perity; and three children standmg alently, 
a little aside from the crowd, in one of the largest of 
the docks. 

They had slept the previous night at a little village 
only a mile or two from the town, and had arrived at 
Bordeaux early, in order that they might have the 
whole day before them to gain intelligence about a 
ship. They had been somewhat dismayed on finding 
how very little money they had left, but still hoped 
to find it enough to pay their passage to Amsterdam. 
They had grown much more cautious since the arrest 
at Marmande, and therefore did not like to make many 
direct inquiries for what they wanted ; and as they 
scarcely knew how to set about gaining the informa- 
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tion they wanted, they had lingered about the docks 
all day without coming to any definite arrangement. 
They knew that there was now a strict law forbidding 
all Protestants to leave the country under pain of 
death, and were disinclined to put themselves into 
the power of a stranger, as to a certain extent they 
must do if they went openly to engage a passage. 
The circumstance of three children embarking alone 
was in those times sufficient in itself to cause sus- 
picion. 

Deep in thought, they did not notice that they had 
even now been for the last ten minutes the objects of 
a close scrutiny, until a young man, about twenty 
years of age, evidently a gentleman, approached Henri 
and said, in good French, but with a slight foreign 
accent, — 

" Monsieur has been waiting some time; can I have 
the pleasure of being of any service to him ? " 

He took off his hat with a graceful recognition of 
Marie's presence as he spoke, and stood before them — 
a tall, well-made young fellow, with fair hair, bright 
blue eyes, and a very un-French expression of coun- 
tenance. Seeing that Henri hesitated, he smiled, and 
said, — 

" Monsieur is a stranger in Bordeaux, is he not ? " 

* Yes ; we have only arrived this morning," answered 

•618) lY 
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Henri slowly, still imcertaui as to how far they might 
trust this new friend 

** Monsieur must then allow me to introduce my- 
self. I am Harold van Eyek, nephew by marriage to 
Monsieur dlvray, who is master of these docks." 

Marie looked up with a sudden light of relief. Few 
of the Protestant refugees had not heard by this time 
of Monsieur d'lvray and his kindness to the Reformed. 
Men said that he was of the religion in heart, and only 
called himself still Catholic for the better service of 
the cause. 

Harold van Eyck saw her glance, and remarked to 
Henri, " Mademoiselle has heard, I see, of my uncle's 
name. I have noticed that monsieur has been trying 
to get information of some kind all day. Perhaps, if 
monsieur would trust me, I might be able to help 
him." 

" We were looking for a vessel ready to sail without 
delay for Amsterdam," said Henri, allowing his 
natural frank smile to appear. 

The young man bowed. "Exactly," he replied; 
" I think we have one or two starting almost imme- 
diately. But it is becoming cold here for mademoi- 
selle your sister. May I suggest that you should 
accompany me to visit my luicle, who will be able to 
furnish you with all particulars ? " 
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Henri looked at his sister. " Will you go, Marie ? " 
he asked in a tone intended for her alone. 

" Yes," said Marie, without any hesitation. " We 
know Monsieur d'lvray ; he is a man to be trusted." 

Henri therefore accepted the proposal as courteously 
as it had been made, and they followed their new 
friend out of the dockyard. Marie noticed that he 
seemed to be known to every one they met, and 
that almost every one touched his cap in token 
of respect. They went a little way down the 
principal street, and stopped at the door of a large 
handsome house. An old man opened the door to 
them ; and at a few words from their conductor, in 
a language which the children did not think was 
either English or German, ushered them into a 
small, neatly -furnished room, and left them there 
alone. 

They looked at each other with a curious sense of 
mingled relief and perplexity. Were they at an end 
of their troubles, or only in a fresh one ? They had 
not time to exchange many words about it before 
Herr van Eyck returned, and with him a tall elderly 
Frenchman with a keen, grave, though at the same 
time a kindly face. He announced himself as 
Monsieur d'lvray, and inquired their business, some- 
what formally. 
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''We are ashamed thus to intrude upon you," 
began Henri frankly; "but monsieur your nephew 
assured us that you would be good enough to give 
information as to the best way of taking our passage 
for Amsterdam." 

''In a Boman Catholic or a Protestant ship?" 
asked Monsieur d'lvray gravely. "Monsieur need 
not be afraid to answer me." 

"In a Protestant ship, then/' answered Henri 
" One does not fear to inform Monsieur d'lvray that 
we are of the Reformed religion." 

" So we supposed," said Herr van Eyck, who had 
not before spoken, and with the bright smile which 
had irresistibly inspired them with confidence. **It 
is all right, I think, mine imcle." 

" You know that there is now a law forbidding all 
Protestants to leave the coimtry," said Monsieur 
d'lvray. 

"We have heard so, monsieur," replied Henri 
sadly. " But we are determined to do so if possible. 
If we cannot manage it from Bordeaux, we shall tiy 
somewhere else." 

" The right spirit," answered Monsieur d'lvray, with 
a smile and a look of interest. " I would not be too 
curious, my young monsieur; but I seem to find a like- 
neas in that face to some one whom I used to know." 
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" monsieur, can you have known our father ? " 
exclaimed Marie eagerly ; while Henri, at the same 
time, answered, — 

" Our father was Louis de St. Croix of St Croix, 
and of St. LoUis-de-Linard in the C^vennes." 

" Are you indeed the children of Monsieur de St. 
Croix?" said Monsieur d'lvray, as he took Marie's 
hand, and looked earnestly into her beautiful eyes. 
" I did not know your father well, my dear young 
lady; but I did know him, and respected no man 
more. In him we have lost a wise and brave noble- 
man, as well as a true Christian." 

The tears came into Marie's eyes, and the two boys 
came also nearer to this man who had known their 
father. 

Herr van Eyck exclaimed impulsively, "It is all 
right then, is it not, mine imcle ? We can at once 
explain to them the way of leaving Bordeaux." 

" Certainly," said Monsieur d'lvray, with far more 
readiness than before. " Are you afraid to be a little 
cramped and uncomfortable for a time, mademoi- 
selle ? " 

The three children looked at each other with a 
half smile. " We have spent two nights in an oven 
before now," said Henri in a low tone. 

" That is a good preparation," said Herr van Eyck, 
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laughing, but checking himself when he saw the sad 
look on Marie's face. He rose from his seat and 
opened a small door, which looked as if it led to a 
cupboard, but which displayed instead a narrow dark 
passage, down which Monsieur d'lvray proceeded to . 
light them. 

They came out into a small yard in the open air, 
in which there were standing several large barrels, 
such as were used for exporting fish. From this yard 
another door led into the outer and general yard, 
where they could see men busily at work in packing 
the barrels. Monsieur stooped down and held the 
light into one of the barrels, which was lying on its 
side. " I am afraid mademoiselle will find it a little 
dark and musty," he said ; " but it is the only way in 
which we can safely transport her on board ship." 

" Must we all get in there ? " said Marie, slightly 
dismayed at the prospect. "It will be worse than 
the oven." 

•*0h, not all, mademoiselle," exclaimed Herr van 
Eyck. " We can at least supply you with a barrel 
apiece, so that you will not be suffocated." 

"It is very kind of you," said Marie, turning to 
Monsieur d'lvray with tears in her eyes. "We do 
not know how to thank you." 

Both Guillaume and Henri, however, endeavoured 
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to express their gratitude for the unexpected boon 
thus conferred on them ; and Henri asked how soon 
the vessel would start. 

" One leaves, in command of my nephew there, to- 
morrow at daybreak," answered Monsieur d'lvray. 
" If that is not too soon for you, I will engage that 
he will be proud and glad to render any service to 
the children of Monsieur de St. Croix." 

Herr van Eyck most warmly seconded the plan, 
and it was ultimately agreed to by all. Moreover, 
Monsieur d'lvray insisted on their remaining as his 
guests for the night, and took them in to a magnifi- 
cently furnished sitting-room, where his wife received 
them with the greatest ease and cordiality. She was 
well accustomed to entertaining Protestant fugitives 
by this time, for Monsieur d'lvray made a regular 
practice of thus facilitating their escape from France. 

For the first time for more than three weeks — ^it 
seemed rather three years, so much had happened in 
that short time — ^they lay down to rest in a luxuri- 
ously appointed bedroom; and Marie, as she bade 
Henri good-night in the presence of their hostess, 
touched her long black hair — a little rough from the 
windy day — with a smile, and the slightest possible 
shrug of her French shoulders. However, she found 
a maid waiting for her when she got upstairs, and 
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had to submit to a much more vigorous brushing 
than she had been used to for some time. 

They were wakened very early in the - morning, 
and came down to a substantial breakfast with oi^y 
Monsieur d'lvray and Herr van Eyck, whose bright- 
ness and fun were so infectious that the children 
grew merrier than they had done for a long time. 
Madame d'lvray sent an excuse by her husband — she 
could never make up her mind to begin the day so 
early. 

The vessel was to start at twelve, and all the real 
cargo had, of course, been shipped before. This was 
a last load, containing two or three barrels of mer- 
chandise, in case the royal officers should insist on 
examination, and in the centre were the three which 
were to contain Marie, Henri, and Guillaume. 

Immediately after breakfast they proceeded down 
the passage into the same yard that they had seen 
last night. Here a cart, upon which the barrels were 
already placed, was waiting, and two men with it, 
who were evidently accustomed to the work, and 
touched their hats with a sympathetic smile at the 
young fugitives. It was still dusk, and the whole 
thing seemed very strange and unreal. 

" Shall I go first?" said Henri, seeing that his sister 
hesitated. 
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Marie looked up at him with a smile of relief; and 
bidding good-bye to Monsieur d'lvray, he sprung at 
once upon the cart, and dived down to the bottom of 
his barrel, whence his voice wa^ heard assuring them 
that it was rather a jolly place than otherwise. 

"Ah! but how now?" laughed Herr van Eyck, 
clapping the top on, which had one or two small 
rough holes in it for breathing. 

Henri answered by a faint and stifled crow ; after 
which Guillaume climbed into the next, and waited 
half -out to hold out his hand to Marie. 

"I will help mademoiselle in," said Harold van 
Eyck, extinguishing the boy with the lid, and leaving 
it to be fastened while he went to assist Marie. 

Marie turned to Monsieur d'lvray with a sweet, 
grateful look in her dark eyes, which thanked him 
sufficiently, even had it not been for the few faltering 
words which were all she could say. " And oh, mon- 
sieur ! " she said, turning to the young Flemish baron, 
" shall we be able to come out of hiding before we 
are out of sight of ifrance ? " 

" I will take care that it shall be so, mademoiselle," 
answered the young man with respectful sympathy. 

Then Marie dimbed up into the cart, and lowered 
herself into the great musty barrel. It was cold 
and uncomfortable, certainly, especially when the lid 
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was shut down on her, and the strange jolting ride 
began. 

It seemed a long way to the docks ; and there was 
no change until they had passed through the gates, 
when there was a sudden stoppage, and even through 
the wood she could hear rough voices in hot alterca- 
tion with their conductors. Then followed a few 
moments of dreadful suspense and sundry blows upon 
the barrels, and then the caft went on again for 
about a quarter of a mile further. Then they stopped 
again; and listening intently, Marie guessed that they 
had arrived at the vessel. She heard the barrels 
taken off one after another, and wondered if the boys 
had gone first. Then she felt her own barrel laid 
hold of, and prepared herself for a shock ; but was 
Uf ted off with very little movement, and carried, as 
she supposed, on to the vessel Then there was a 
confusion of noises, out of which she could not dis- 
tinguish anything; and she began to feel, though 
very slightly, the motion of the vessel. She was 
thankful to find that it did not upset her in the least, 
and wondered how the boys were getting on. The 
atmosphere of the barrel began to feel unpleasantly 
close and stufiy, and her thoughts, in spite of herself, 
went back to those terrible nights in the oven at St. 
Louis-de-Linard. Her head began to feel very dizzy, 
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and at length she fell into a kind of uneasy sleep, 
from which she was awakened by a vigorous knock- 
ing, and became aware that her prison was being 
opened. 

In a few minutes the lid was removed, and pulling 
herself up, she was helped out by Henri; Harold van 
Eyck and the two men whom they had seen in the 
yard were also there. 

" Where is Guillaume ? " she asked. 

" In this barrel," said Henri, pointing to the next, 
on which the two men were already hard at work. 

Marie looked round her ; but had only ob- 
tained a confused view of the hold of a ship, before 
an exclamation from Henri made her turn round 
again. The lid of Guillaume's barrel was off, but he 
did not appear. 

"Guillaume! Guillaume!" cried Henri, bending 
over the edge. — " Monsieur, the light ! " He caught 
the light from the young baron's hand without cere- 
mony, and held it within the barrel. Guillaume lay 
in a strange heap at the bottom, with his face down- 
wards. 

" Guillaume! Guillaume!" cried Henri again, spring- 
ing down beside him, while Marie, white, and with a 
terrible alarm, took the lamp from him. 

" Give him out to me," said a strong, tender voice 



268 FISU-BARRBL8. 

I 

w 

beside her, and Herr van Eyck leaned over the edge 
with outstretched arms. 

With some difficulty Henri managed to raise his 
brother sufficiently for Herr van Eyck to reach him. 
Then he was speedily lijfted out, seemingly quite life- 
less, with his head hanging back and his face deadly 
pale. 

" We must get him into the air inunediately," said 
Harold van Eyck, striding on at once, closely followed 
by Marie and Henri. 

A rush of fresh salt air met them as they emerged 
from the ladder, and laid Guillaume on a bench 
by the bulwark. One of the sailors went off for 
some brandy, and they tried to make him swallow 
a little; but it ran out again — there was no sign 
of life. 

He was still supported by Harold ; and Marie knelt 
by his side trying to get down some of the brandy, 
while Henri chafed his hands. The two men, who 
had now followed them up from the hold, stood 
silently behind in an awkward sympathy. 

Some minutes must have passed in this way, and 
Marie, growing sick at heart with dumb apprehen- 
sion, had ceased from her hopeless task, when there 
was a slight flutter of the eyelids, a faint gasp, and 
the next moment — a moment Marie never forgot — 
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the great, beautiful eyes opened quietly, and the pale 
lips moved in speech. " De St. Croix — ^unto death !" 
he murmured. Then, as his consciousness came back, 
he tried to raise himself, with an exclamation, but fell 
back f aintin^r aimin. Marie eagerly administered the 
br»dy.»7ZI..itaidZjL He^owed 
some of it, and a faint colour came back to his cheek. 
In^ a few moments he was able to sit up again and 
answer their questions. He said he was not con- 
scious of having fainted, and recollected the first 
stoppage in the dock ; but supposed the confinement 
had stifled him soon after, as he could remember 
nothing more. He was very anxious to get to the 
other side of the vessel to see the shore, which the 
other two had forgotten all about. 

Harold van Eyck found them very comfortable 
places on the other side, and left them alone together 
to watch the retreating shores of their native land. 
They were already out of sight of Bordeaux; and the 
green slopes along the coast looked very bright and 
peaceful in the noonday sun. 

The three children sat hand in hand gazing, with 
feelings too deep for speech, at poor, distracted, yet 
" fair " France. Almost all day they sat there gazing ; 
and when they came back again from a brief survey 
of their berths, which Herr van Eyck had persuaded 
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them to make, the sun was stooping down towards 
the sea, and the land was flushed with gold. 

The ship seemed to be sailing on towards the light, 
and a low black cloud came up above the golden- 
lighted land. 

" New light, new life, and new friends !" murmured 
Henri as they turned westward, and the setting sun 
shone upon their faces. 

" But we carry the old in our hearts, and are De 
St. Croix through it all !" whispered Marie, slipping 
her hand in hia 




CHAPTER XIX. 

A SAFE HOME IN A NEW LAND. 

'AROLD, Herr Harold, what is that long 
white line of coast ?" 

"That, Henri? These are the white 
cUSb of the greatest country in the world." 
" That is France ! " put in Guillaume, 
quickly and defiantly. 

Herr van Eyck laughed good-humouredly ; and 
leaning his arms on the bulwark, gazed without 
answering at the white cliffs rising out of the bright 
silvery mist which seemed to lie between them and 
the distant sea. 

"Are you so proud of England, Herr Harold?" 
asked Marie thoughtfully. " I always thought one 
could never love any country so well as one's own." 

" Doubtless, mademoiselle," answered Harold, turn- 
ing round at once; "but when one has two 
countries?" 
"Are you English yourself, then?" exclaimed Mario 
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in astonishment. '* I thought you belonged to Amster- 
dam. 

"My father is a Hollander, but my mother was 
English, and she was the best woman that ever 
walked the earth." 

•*I never knew that," said Henri with interest 
" What was your mother's name?" 

"Lady Marion Maynard, daughter of an English 
earl," said Harold van Eyck, with a loving accent on 
his mother's name. " It is after her father that I was 
christened Harold." 

" I never heard the name before, but I like it very 
much," said Marie simply. 

" Thank you, mademoiselle," answered Harold with 
a bow. He and the young people had become great 
friends by this time, and he had exchanged Christian 
names with the boys, who admired him immensely. 
On the whole they had had a very pleasant voyage, 
and Harold van Eyck had taken care that they 
should not find it dull. Sometimes, he said, the 
barrels had been more full of fugitives than of fish ; 
and once, in a time of stricter persecution a few 
months ago, he had taken a^ many bs fifty passengers 
at one time; but on this occasion Marie and her 
brothers were the only people on board besides the 
crew. 
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Sometimes they talked of Amsterdam, and he did 
his best to describe the city and the customs of the 
Dutch, where they differed from the French. Henri 
brought out the letter which his father had left for 
them, and asked if he knew the name. Yes; he had 
met the lady once or twice, and believed she was 
charming, but did not know her so well as he now 
hoped to do. He believed she was French ; perhaps 
she was a relation of theirs. But this Marie did not 
know — she believed not. 

" We ought to get into port to-morrow," said Herr 
Harold, as he turned to look over the sea again. 

"What time do you think it will be?" asked 
Henri. 

" Well, if this wind holds on, we ought to be in 
the harbour early in the afternoon. You will be 
able to reach Madame van der Hulst before the 
evening." 

" Oh dear," sighed Marie, " I am so tired of new 
places and new people." 

"Thank you, mademoiselle," answered Harold in 
an odd, half -offended tone. 

Marie turned quickly. " Herr Harold, you could 
not think I meant you. We look on you quite as an 
old friend now ; but that is just what I mean. One 
is no sooner at home, and happy, than one has to 

(818) ^^ 
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uproot oneself again, and begin once more at the 
beginning." 

"Unfortunately, mademoiselle, old friends must 
first be new; and it is not for me to regret your neces- 
sity for making new friends." 

" I do not feel as if Amsterdam were to be our per- 
manent home," said HenrL " I agree with you so far, 
Harold, that if one cannot be French, it is best to be 
English. And if I may never own St. Croix again, iq 
France, I will plant a new one, not in Holland, but 
in England." 

" And you, too, mademoiselle, is your heart fixed 
on England ?" asked Herr Harold of Marie. 

Marie's eyes met those of her brother with a smile. 
" Where Henri goes I will go, and his country shall 
be mine," she answered. 

Harold turned away again rather abruptly, and 
walked off to another part of the vessel. The three 
children drew nearer to each other, and began to talk 
of their arrival at Amsterdam. 

It was not until past four o'clock that they actu- 
ally found themselves in the harbour at Amsterdam. 
The crowd and bustle seemed strange and alarming to 
the new-comers, unused as they had been to anything 
beyond their country home. 

Harold van Eyck had been very much occupied in 
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business for the last hour, but he now came up to 
them as they stood together on the deck, with their 
scanty bundle at their feet, uncertain how to proceed. 

" I can spare half an hour just now, mademoiselle, 
to see you safe on your way to Madame van der 
Hulst, if you are ready to go." 

"Yes; we are quite ready," said Marie, rather mourn- 
fully, — '' except one thing. — Henri !" 

Henri blushed up to the eyes as he stepped aside 
to speak with Harold. " Monsieur dlvray said we 
were to settle with you," he began, hesitatingly ; but 
Harold cut him short in a moment. 

" Of course, Henri ; it is all settled. You must not 
speak of anything further. Monsieur d'lvray will 
be well satisfied, as I have been, to render any service 
to the children of Monsieur de St. Croix." 

" You are too good," faltered Henri, as he held out 
his hand. " We owe you both a debt which we can 
never repay." 

" I am repaid already," answered the young man 
warmly. " Come, mon ami ; we must not keep made- 
moiselle your sister wp.iting." 

They descended into the boat, which lay ready, 
and pushed off. A few minutes brought them to the 
landing-place. And here they would have been as- 
sailed by a host of the creatures who frequent such 
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places, but a few sharp words from Harold, whom 
they recognized, soon dispersed them ; and, followed 
only by one of the boatmen, who carried the small 
bundle of things which they had brought from St, 
Louis-de-Linard, they made their way into one of the 
principal streets. 

" Madame van der Hulst lives a little way out of 
the town," said Harold, as he stopped and sent the 
boatman for one of the unwieldy carriages then m 
use ; an extravagance which Marie was going to pro- 
test against, but for a sign from Henri, who had not 
been able to tell her yet that he had still all the 
money they had when they left Bordeaux. 

"How long does it take to drive there?" asked 
Marie, as the conveyance came lumbering up. 

"Not more than half an hour," answered Herr 
Harold. " You will be there soon after six o'clock, I 
hope. I wish I could have seen you safely to the 
door ; but I fear I must not stay longer now." 

He was assisting Marie into the carriage as he 
spoke, and turned to the boys, who were waiting to 
bid him farewell before they followed. 

** It is not good-bye, you know," he said, with a 
warm grasp of Henri's hand, according to the English 
custom, in which he had been brought up. " I shall 
he in Amsterdam for some tune now, and you must 
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let me come and see how you get on with Madame 
van der Hulst." 

" Yes, do," answered all the three voices together ; 
while Guillaume added, " You promised to show us 
about Amsterdam, you know; and we will have no 
one else. — Will we, Marie?" 

" The strange land seems less strange already, now 
that we have one old friend in it," said Marie, smiling, 
as she held out her hand to him. 

He bowed in answer ; and then the carriage jolted 
forward, and they left Harold to go back to his 
work, while they went on to their unknown home. 

They had often discussed the end of their journey 
before ; and now that it seemed to have actually ar- 
rived, they were all nervous and restless. They had 
not the least idea what connection there had been 
between this lady and their father, nor how she was 
likely to receive Lm. Henri, indeed, had a. indis- 
tinct idea that a cousin of his father, of whom he 
had been very fond, had married a Hollander, but 
could not remember ever having heard his name. 

It began to grow dusk, for it was now the middle 
of October, and the days were no longer very warm. 
Marie shivered a little, which made Henri begin to 
look round in order to see if there was nothing she 
could put on ; and it was then that they discovered 
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a warm fur cloak which Harold had been carrying 
over his arm, and which he had put unperceived by 
them into the carriage. 

" Just like Harold," commented Henri, as he pro- 
ceeded to wrap it round his sister. 

** Yes," said Marie, thoughtfully. " After all, Henri, 
it seems wrong to fear these strangers so much. One 
can see God is taking care of us ; for how wonder- 
fully kind every one has been all the way." 

They had been passing through busy and tolerably 
well-lighted streets ; but now all shops disappeared, 
and tall large houses stood back from the road in 
gardens of their own. At one of these the driver 
suddenly stopped, and getting down, announced that 
this was the house of Madame van der Hulst. It 
looked very grand and imposing, and the children 
felt more strange and shy than ever, as they got 
out and walked up the path to the house: there 
was no way that they could see of driving up to the 
door. 

" If we had only been able to make ourselves look 
a little less like peasants," sighed Marie, as they 
knocked at the door. 

It was promptly opened by an imposing man- 
servant, and another, equally grand, was visible in the 
distance. Seeing three poorly-dressed children, he 
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instantly, and with a most disgusted expression, 
shut it again in their faces. 

" Encouraging !" remarked Guillaume, with his lazy 
smile of amusement. Marie gave a little nervous 
laugh ; and Henri, a 8udden flush of anger restoring 
all his confidence, gave another and far more per- 
emptory knock at the door. 

The man put out his head, and said something 
angrily in Dutch which they did not understand ; 
but Henri, putting his foot so that the door should 
not shut again, drew out his letter, and remarked 
coolly, — 

" Carry that at once to your mistress, and tell her 
that Mademoiselle de St. Croix de St. Croix, with her 
two brothers, wait upon her." 

The man's face underwent a ludicrous change. 
Suspicion struggled with a natural instinct of respect 
to the well-sounding name as he opened the door, 
and, allowing them to enter, looked doubtfully at his 
colleague, as if to entreat him to keep guard over 
them while he went upon his errand. 

There ensued a few moments of trying suspense, 
during which Henri conducted himself with an air 
of lordly indifference, which evidently made an im- 
pression upon the servant. Suddenly one of the 
great doors leading into the hall was thrown open. 
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and a tall, graceful woman, holding their father's let- 
ter open in her hand, came forward, with a quick, 
anxious glance. 

Her eye fell upon Marie, and without giving the 
children time to greet her, she sprung forward and 
embraced her, with a burst of tears. 

" my child ! my child !" she cried. " Thanks be 
to God ! But only you ?— only three left ?" 

She embraced the two boys also as she spoke, 
much to the edification of the returning man-ser- 
vant, and led them straight into a beautiful draw- 
ing-room, full of warmth and light, where a gentle- 
man, evidently Herr van der Hulst, greeted them 
warmly. With her own hands she removed Marie's 
cloak and hat, scarcely giving her time to answer 
the many questions she asked about themselves and 
their journey. She drew Henri forward into the 
light. 

" His very image r she exclaimed. "0 my chil- 
dren, you have never known me ; and yet your father 
and I were like brother and sister together. He did 
right to send you to me. And yet, how dreadful it 
all is 1 And I have been hoping all this time that he 
was safe in England. — ^You should be, Marie, my 
child — ^yes, I am right — ^you are the likeness of your 
mother." 
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" Chfere C^estine," here interposed her husband, 
who spoke French perf ectlj^ but with a much stronger 
accent than Harold van Eyck, " the poor children must 
be half famished ; let us have supper at once, and they 
shall tell us all about it afterwards." 

His suggestion was immediately carried out ; and 
while the supper was in preparation, Madame van 
der Hulst took Marie up to her own room to divest 
her of some of her garments, and cried over her as 
she bathed her forehead with essences, and waited 
upon her with her own hands. And when, for the 
first time since she left St. Croix, Marie felt her feet 
in white silk stockings and soft, well-fitting satin 
slippers, she began to think she had never known 
what luxury was till now. 

After supper they had a long quiet talk that was 
not altogether sad, while they related to their friends 
the terrible history of the last six weeks. Madame 
van der Hulst wept freely, and her husband sat 
silently listening with a thoughtful countenance. 
Long afterwards they could remember every detail 
of that first evening in their new home. And when 
at night Marie lay down on a bed which was a com- 
bination of delicate linen, lace, satin, and eider-down, 
with ' the blessed thought that their long strange 
journey was safely finished and their charge fulfilled, 
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a sweet motherly face bent over her once more, and 
a tender voice, with a ring in it so like her father's, 
murmured, " My poor little one, Louis's child, you 
have done well ; and, please God, we will make your 
new life a happy one !" 




CHAPTER XX. 

new-year's eve. 

^T was the last night of the old year. Here and 
there the bells of an Amsterdam church were 
already ringing in the still, frosty air ; but 
on the whole the great city waited silently, 
half in sleep, half with careless or solemn 
expectation, for the coming of the year 1687. Out- 
side the city, in a large and beautifully -furnished 
room— which, except for the richly-curtained bed 
standing in an alcove at the side, might have been 
taken for a drawing-room — ^Marie, Henri, and Guill- 
aume de St. Croix were sitting watching for it 
together, talking, as they waited, of the year that 
had gone by. 

Of the three children, Marie was the most changed 
since that sunny July day in the plantation at St. 
Croix. Then she would have been taken for less 
than her real age ; now she looked at least fifteen, 
and many of Madame van der Hulst's friends &up- 
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posed her to be sixteen. Perhaps it was partly 
caused by the fact that her thick black hair no 
longer tumbled about below her waist, but was skil- 
fully and wonderfully arranged every morning by a 
tire-woman, who was almost as proud of it as Henri 
had been. Something also was due to the more 
womanly dress. On this evening she was attired in 
rich crimson velvet and delicate lace. But the chief 
change was in the face itself — ^in the earnest lines of 
the rose-bud mouth, and the womanly thoughtfulness 
of her beautiful dark eyes. 

She was leaning back in a low, cushioned chair, — 
not so comfortable as we make them now, — ^and 
Guillaume was lying on the rug at her feet, in just 
the same attitude as he had lain on the grass in the 
old days. Henri was standing by them, in one of the 
attitudes so curiously like his father's, with his arm 
on the back of Marie's chair. 

They were now fairly settled in their new life, and 
the old one, though fondly remembered, seemed a 
long time away. Henri and Guillaume attended 
a military school in Amsterdam, and Marie was 
taking lessons in all the accomplishments which 
were considered desirable for a young lady in that 
day. 

Louis was still at Montauban — so they supposed — 



nbw-year's eve. 285 

but they had never been able to hear of him ; and 
after many fruitless inquiries, Herr van der Hulst 
decided that they could only wait — the lad was in 
the best place for him during the next year or two, 
and after that one could see. 

They had not made many friends of their own age, 
though they knew several French refugees among the 
families which they visited. Harold van Eyck had 
established a dose intimacy with the whole family, 
and had been in Amsterdam ever since October. He 
had been spending that evening at their house, and 
had promised to come and wish them a happy New 
Year on the morrow. Herr van der Hulst and his 
wife, who had always been childless, retired to their 
own room at the usual hour, and the three young 
people had by common consent come to watch 
together in Marie's room. 

There had been a long silence between them for 
some time, broken by Henri, who said, with a deep 
sigh, " Do you remember New- Year's eve last year, 
Marie, how merry we were — ^it was the first time we 
were allowed to sit up — and how every one came 
into the great hall at half -past eleven; and we 
stopped our games after a while, and sang the 
Soldiers de St. Croix, just before twelve o'clock 
struck ? " 
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" We will sing it again to-night," said Guillaume, 
from the rug. " What time is it, Henri ? '* 

" Nearly half -past eleven," said Henri, glancing at 
the clock. 

" I remember," said Marie, thoughtfully, " some- 
thing that struck me at the time, though I forgot it 
afterwards. Papa was tossing Louis in the air, and 
laughing with us all, when suddenly mamma looked 
up at him, and said, ' O Louis ! where shall we all be 
this time next year ? ' And his face grew suddenly 
grave, and he said, — it was the tone that struck me, 
— ' God knows, Marie ; we are in his hands ! ' " 

" The edict must have been published then, though 
we did not know it," remarked Henri, huskily. "How 
strange to think that it is only a year ago ! " 

" Oh," said Marie, putting her hand up almost 
with a cry, "I cannot bear to talk of it, Henri. 
Mamma, papa, Aurfele, Louis, home, and country — 
all lost ! " 

" We have lost much, but they have gained much. 
And we have also gained much," said Henri, "though 
even one's gains seem dreadful when one thinks of 
their price. Yet, Harold — Leonore — " 

"We gained Leonore only to lose her again," 
said Marie. "If we could only hear of her and 
Louis." 
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"God knows, Marie; we are in his hands!" 
repeated Henri ; and there was another long silence. 

" It is nearly twelve," said Henri, at length. " Let 
us open the window and listen for the bells." 

It was not very cold, and there was a bright 
starlit sky overhead as they leaned out. Then as 
they waited their hands joined, and they sang the 
Soldiers de St. Croix. Now and then the voices 
faltered; they had never sung it since they left 
France ; but the hand-clasp never faltered, and the 
young voices grew strong and full in the chorus at 
the end : — 

'* Then lift your hearts up, comrades, comrades, 

Lift your hearts up to the Lord; 
Lo ! for each one of us his soldiers 

There's a crown of glory stored. 
Much shall it profit us, comrades, comrades, 

If, for life-long toil and loss. 
We hear him say, * Well done, my Soldiers, 

My brave Soldiers of the Cross ! * " 

As they finished, the bell of a church close by 
began to toll. Standing together, with bent heads 
and clasped hands, they listened to the twelve slow 
strokes; and .the whole city seemed to wake up and 
shake the air with pealing bells as they kissed and 
wished each other a happy New Year. 

♦ 4K 4K « 4K 

Here we must, leave them. One life, one year is 
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ended, another just begun. What was in siofe tor 
them in that or other future years, whether Henii 
kept his vow and planted another St. Croix either in 
France or England, whether Louis and Leonore ever 
saw them again, this, and much more, belongs to a 
future history. Soldiers of the Cross they may and 
surely shall be " unto death ; " but it is time that we 
should make an end of the story of the Children de 
St. Croix. 



PART SECOND. 




CHAPTER I 

LABORABE EST ORARE. 

gsfiVE times had the many- voiced bells of the 
old city tolled for a dead year, that had spent 
itself in war and waste of labour ; five times 
had the same hopeful bells rung out their 
merry welcome to a new beginning of time, 
which should perish with the same moumf uhiess ; 
and it was now the year of grace 1692. One soli- 
tary figure was alone standing in the window of the 
upper room whence those three had looked into the 
changing night five years ago — Marie de St. Croix. 

She was wonderfully little changed in these five 
years. Her face had gained a slight addition to the 
depth of its expression ; her figure had developed, but 

she had not increased in height. Far more change 
(ei8) i^ 
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was appreciable in her surroundings. The rich velvet 
hangings of the room had grown shabby ; the delicate 
lace drapery had vanished ; there was not even a fire 
on the hearth, though it was as cold as a New- Year's 
morning in Holland could warrant. Evidently a 
change had come over either the fortunes or the dis- 
position of Marie's protector. 

In truth, Madame van der Hulst was dead, and 
her husband, never perhaps quite so liberally dis- 
posed as his wife, had of late displayed the temper 
of an actual miser. The last eighteen months of 
Marie's life had been very sad ones in some ways. 
It was two years since she had seen Guillaume and 
Henri, who had both followed the fortunes of the 
Prince of Orange when he set out on his memor- 
able expedition to England, and were now serving 
in the English army. Of Louis and Leonore no tid- 
ings had been heard since they had been left behind 
in France ; and the disturbed state of that country 
rendered it impossible to prosecute their inquiries 
with much chance of success. Harold van Eyck, in 
his numerous journeys to and from Boulogne, had 
striven often to obtain tidings, but without succesa 
Then came madame's death, and the slow alienation 
of Herr van der Hulst from the children whom she 
had loved to protect. At first he had sent the two 
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boys money at irregular intervals ; but that, and one 
expense after another, had been quietly discontinued, 
until now it waa fuU six months since he had given 
Marie money for her clothes and the other necessary 
expenses which, for a motherless girl, are generally 
somewhat heavier than for another. In fact, it was 
partly in consequence of this that Marie had lingered 
so long in her fireless chamber on this cold New- Year's 
morning. She was going out to a party that evening, 
— ^a very unusual event for her now, — and for the 
last hour she had been passing her evening dresses in 
a dismal review, with intent to select the least shabby. 
The result lay now upon the bed — a very handsome 
black lace dress, which, though of an antiquated 
fashion, scarcely merited the somewhat scornful dis- 
approbation with which she regarded it. At length, 
however, with a light laugh at her own vanity, she 
flung it down, and ran downstairs to the mid-day 
meal. This was of the most meagre and scanty 
character, and eaten in the silence which was fast 
becoming habitual to them. Herr van der Hulst 
retreated to his study immediately afterwards, and 
Marie turned somewhat wearily into the drawing- 
room, to while away the hours as best she might until 
the evening. She sat down to the piano — sadly out 
of tune, poor thing ! — ^and began singing to herself a 
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little plaintive song, which ended in a cry of delight 
as the door opened and a well-known voice said, " A 
happy New Year, Mademoiselle Marie !" 

" Oh, Monsieur Harold, I am so glad to see you 1 
I did not expect to see you to-day, as you told me the 
ship sailed this evening." 

" Did you think I should let the beginning of the 
year pass without bringing you my good wishes? 
Besides, you told me that you were going out with 
the Baronne de Bois du Lac this evening. Will these 
flowers suit your dress ? " 

" Indeed they will," said Marie, taking the basket 
of exquisite hot-house flowers which he oflfered her. 
"My dress is black, so that I can wear just what flowers 
I choose; and these are lovely. Wait, and I will put 
them in water in this Chinese bowl untU the evening." 

" When you have finished that," said Harold van 
Eyck, as he watched her graceful movements with 
admiring eyes, " I have something else for you that 
will give you greater pleasure ; at least I hope so," 
he added, as if with some mental reservation. "I 
have brought you a letter from Henri." 

" From Henri ! " cried Marie, stretching out her 
hand with a cry of delight. "O Monsieur Harold, 
why did you not tell me so before ?" 

'' It came enclosed in one to me," said Harold, tak- 
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ing the thin foreign sheet from his pocket-book. 
" May I sit down and wait while you read it ? " 

Marie gave but a half assent, so eager was she to 
decipher the somewhat stiff and illegible writing, 
which was to her the finest penmanship upon earth, 
and was indeed unusually good for a young soldier 
of that day. But the flush faded from her cheek as 
she read, and she laid down the letter with a white, 
wondering look, which went to Harold's heart, though 
he had expected some such change. This was the 
letter she had read : — 

" Sweet heart and best beloved sister, I trust you 
are well content and in good health, even as, by the 
blessing of God, Guillaume and myself have remained 
since I last had an opportimity of sending to you. 
Since that time a change has come over my fortimes, 
which I hasten to acquaint you with, my dearest 
sister, and trust that it will meet with your approval. 
It is well known to you that I have long cherished 
in my heart the hope of making for ourselves a new 
home, and of founding a new St. Croix here in this 
coimtry of my adoption. But it must also be known 
to you, sweet heart, that albeit the profession of arms 
is the one most fit for a nobleman to live by, it is not 
favourable, save in time of war, — from the which we 
have been of late delivered, — ^f or the acquirement of 
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fortune. There is a gentleman of this court, Sir 
Thomas Ashton by name, who Uves in a place in 
Hampshire, of wMch I hear very good report for 
beauty and convenience. He has certain paper-mills 
also, in which he takes great interest ; but by reason 
of the late troublous times he has not been able to 
bestow much attention upon them, and the man 
whom he has set over them these many years is now 
old and past work. It is true that I am ignorant — 
as a nobleman should be — of all that pertains to the 
working of such things ; but, as you know — ^thanks to 
Father Gabriel — my arithmetic and my powers, more- 
over, of reading and writing are equal to those of a 
clerk ; and hearing Sir Thomas bemoan himself that 
he could not find one fit to be joined in the business 
with this old man, and fulfil that which he lacks, I 
have offered to undertake the position, and he has 
accepted me with many flattering terms. 

" Do not let this grieve you, dear Marie. I think, 
if our father knew it, he would give me his blessing, 
and remind us of what he used often to say, that 
the real disgrace to a nobleman was sin, not work. 
Think how much nearer it will bring the time of 
our being together again ; which God send quickly. 
Speak with Harold van Eyck upon this subject; he 
will give you better coimsel than I find it in my 
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heart to pen at this moment. God keep you, dearest 
sister ; and so farewell !" 

"Well, Mademoiselle Marie," said Harold, softly, 
at last, as Marie sat without speaking, " I hope your 
letter has pleased you." 

" No, it does not please me at all," burst out Marie, 
impetuously, " How can you ask ? you know what 
was in it," 

"Yes; Henri has written also to me. But, dear 
mademoiselle, I had hoped that his project would 
find favour in your eyes." 

"You might have known me better," answered 
Marie, with flushing cheek. " A De St. Croix to be 
a base English tradesman! Of course, it does not 
seem so to you ; you cannot understand." 

It was now Harold's turn to flush, and his eyes 
flashed for a moment ; but before he could speak, the 
impulsive girl had stretched out her hand in frank 
apology. 

" Oh forgive me. Monsieur Harold," she said. " This 
news has come so suddenly, it makes me forget my- 
self in hatred of the idea." 

Harold took her hand and kissed it, as the fashion 
of the times permitted. " Let us talk it over quietly," 
he said ; " and, after all, you may not find it so bad 
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as you think. It is quite a different thing from 
being a tradesman, really, you know." 

Marie did not quite appreciate the definition ; but 
she allowed herself to be drawn into an amicable 
discussion, and ended by allowing that, after all, it 
might be best — ^at any rate she would write to Henri 
as if she thought so. 

"And about yourself. Mademoiselle Marie?" said 
Harold, when this result had been arrived at. ** I do 
not like to think of your living this lonely life. 
You have not looked well of late. Are you happy 
here ? " 

" It is very difficult to be so," answered Marie, her 
eyes suddenly filling with tears; "everything is so 
changed, so dreary. This house is no longer a home 
— almost the very shelter of its roof is grudged me ; 
and I sometimes think I would do anything to get 
away." 

Harold rose and took two or three turns up and 
down the room, in evident perturbation of spiriW At 
length he stopped opposite to her, and spoke in a 
changed tone. 

" Marie," he said, " will you do this : will you give 
yourself to one who, though he is in one sense a 
tradesman, loves you with as pure and noble a love 
as any equal of your fathers could have done? I 
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have loved you these five years, Marie. I would do 
all in my power to make you happy." 

" Harold I oh, Monsieur Harold, stop ! " cried Marie, 
her tears now flowing fast. " It would not be right. 
I cannot." 

" You do not love me then, Marie," said Harold, 
with a kind of patient sorrow in his tone. 

Marie looked up with crimson blushes, but with 
frank, straightforward speech. "Yes, Harold," she 
said ; " but not like that. After my brothers, I think 
I love you better than any one else ; but not enough 
for that." 

"Might it not become enough?" said Harold, 
huskily. " It should be my constant endeavour to 
make it so." 

" No, Harold," she answered sadly but firmly, " it 
never could. Forgive me, and be my friend still, 
Harold ; I have so few." 

Harold turned away for a moment ; but his face 
was«s quiet and kind as ever when he spoke to her 
again. 

" We will forget it then, Marie," he said. " Let it be 
as if I had never spoken. And now I must go, for it 
is getting late, and I have much to do before the ship 
sails." 

Marie could not speak, but she held out her hand. 
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and felt his passionate kiss upon it; and then she 
heard the door close, and knew that he waa gone. 
Then she ran upstairs, and sobbed upon her bed until 
she fell asleep. 

It was quite dark when she awoke, and she re- 
membered with a start the party to which she was 
going. Perhaps it was too late now. Well, she did not 
much care about it ; she was not inclined for gaieiy 
just now. She was just going to call the servant and 
ask if Madame de Bois du Lac had been there, when 
the door opened, and the baroness herself came in. 

" What, my child," she exclaimed, " not yet begun 
to dress ! Are you not well, petite ? " 

" Yes, madame," answered the truthful Marie; " but 
I fell asleep, and have only just waked up. Do not 
delay yourself for me, dear madame ; I do not care 
very much to go." 

" Oh, fie then, my child. There will not be such 
another gathering for the whole winter. Come; I 
came early that I might help you to dress, for I knew 
that woman of yours can do nothing ; and we have 
plenty of time. I told Victor to follow me here in 
half an hour. Is not this your dress ? " 

She ran on with a lively flow of talk all the while 
she was helping Marie, — dressing her almost like a 
child, in fact ; for Maxie was very passive during the 
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operation. Then they went down into the drawing- 
room, and Madame la Baronne exclaimed with delight 
at the lovely flowers. Marie felt as if she would 
almost rather not have worn them, but she could not 
explain her reasons ; so she allowed Madame la Bar- 
onne to dress her hah: with roses and fasten some 
into her bosom, while she herself gathered up the rest 
of the flowers into a bouquet. She had just finished 
when Monsieur de Bois du Lac was announced. 

Victor de Bois du Lac was the only son of his 
widowed mother; taller and fairer than the generality 
of Frenchmen, with large, soft brown eyes, whose 
expression varied according to his mood. He was an 
enthusiast for his religion and his country at a time 
when it was difficult for a man of the Reformed re- 
ligion to combine the two feelings. His father had 
perished in the troubles of the time ; and for the last 
four years he and his mother had been living in 
Amsterdam. He was very silent as a rule, and 
scarcely spoke a word on this occasion while they 
were on their way to the house where the entertain- 
ment was given. Nor did Marie see much of him tiU 
towards the close of the evening, when he came up 
and begged for the honour of dancing with her. 

A dance was a much more elaborate affair in those 
days, and was performed with punctilious dignity. 
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Very little conversation passed between them during 
its progress; but afterwards, when Victor was leading 
her down the rooms, he said, rather abraptly, — 

" This is the last time, I suppose, that I shall have 
this pleasure. Mademoiselle Marie — for the present, at 
least. I trust we shall carry your good wishes with us." 

" Are you going away, monsieur ? " asked Marie, in 
unfeigned astonishment. " Not to leave Amsterdam, 
surely ? " 

" Has not my mother told you ? " he asked, with as 
genuine surprise. " She told me that she went early 
to you this evening for that very purpose ! " 

A recollection of the state in which Madame de 
Bois du Lac had found her came over Marie, and she 
understood how it had been. A sense of being utterly 
deserted oppressed her for a moment, and she instinc- 
tively grasped at the hand-rail near her for support 
They had left the rooms and come out on to the 
quaint wooden balcony which ran along one end of 
the house, and which was now deserted by all except 
themselves. Victor noticed the action, and brought 
forward a chair which would be condemned as a seat 
of penance in these days. 

" No, she did not tell me," answered Marie, after a 
moment's pause, " Then you are both going away — • 
for good ? " 
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"To England," answered Victor; "to the country 
where a man is free to worship and to labour as he 
thinks best." 

"Is England, then, to have everything?" asked 
Marie a little bitterly. "Are we none of us to be 
Frenchmen or Frenchwomen any more ? " 

"France has driven us out," answered Victor 
sternly, with that sudden lighting of the eyes which 
Marie knew so well. " She has made herself drunk 
with the blood of her children, and the end is not yet 
come. All that her king and her government have 
done for her will be done to them again. She crouches 
under the lash now: her children are slaughtered like 
sheep ; they are scattered abroad on the face of the 
earth. But France is a nation still ; the time of her 
awakening will come, and it will be a terrible one. 
You will not see it, nor shall I: the sins of the fathers 
shall be visited on the children, even to the third and 
fourth generation. But though it tairy, jt shall surely 
come." 

He was pacing up and down the balcony now, 
according to his custom when excited; but at the 
conclusion of his speech he paused opposite Marie, — 
looking not at her, however, but away into the starlit 
night. 

" And meanwhile ? " she asked at length. 
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" And meanwhile,** he answered with dear, rapid 
utterance, " the light that she would fain have stifled 
in darkness and drowned in blood will radiate from 
her shores, and help to enkindle the world. In spite 
of herself she will be foremost in that holy work. 
She may blind her eyes to the sacred fire of liberty ; 
but she is pouring oil upon it instead of water : and 
when she looks for it herself, the sudden light will 
dazzle her, and she will have the worse blindness, 
thinking that she sees." 

There was sUence again between them, on which 
the light and gay music behind them jarred some- 
what. " Are you going soon ? " asked Marie at 
length, rather timidly. 

" We sail the day after to-morrow," replied Victor, 
"having heard somewhat suddenly from a fellow- 
countryman of an opening in London. My mother 
will miss you sadly, mademoiselle." 

Marie looked up, but as her great dark eyes met 
his they suddenly filled with tears. 

" I shall miss her," she said simply ; " I shall have 
lost all my friends." 

She ended with a little break in her voice, and 
looked out into the darkness, hoping that he had not 
seen the tears in her eyes. But the next moment 
she found both her hands taken in a warm, strong 
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clasp, and Victor was bending down over her, the 
eagerness in his soft brown eyes ahnost compelling 
her to look up and meet them. 

" Friends are not lost because they are parted for 
a while," he said. "You do not really think it, 
mademoiselle ? " 

"It is almost the same thing," said Marie sadly. 
" Louis, and Leonore, and Harold — and now you." 

" But I shall not lose you," he answered passion- 
ately. " We must part now, that we may meet 
again. I would find you, mademoiselle, though we 
were at opposite ends of the earth. You will trust 
me, my friend. You will look forward to it a little 
— to our meeting again ? " 

"Yes," answered Marie simply, but with a trust 
in her tone that was more eloquent than many 
words. 

"Give me some token — this flower," entreated 
Victor, touching the rose which Marie wore in her 
dress, — "that looking at it I may say to myself, 
' She believes in me ; she will welcome me when I 
see her again.' " 

Marie drew her hands away frotn his, and put 
the rose into them without a word. Victor kissed 
the flower and the hand that gave it, and then 
another and a longer silence fell upon them. 
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THE FRENCH GOTERNXBB. 

' LONG bare stretch of imdulatmg down on 
a dark night, rendered d^-ker l^ the 
low masses of vapour which rolled up 
through the valley, and shrouded every- 
thing in a ghostly veil of mist The low 
hills stretched away for miles on every 
, and over them, as far as the eye could see, 
a narrow streak of dull white showed where the one 
road took its course. On this there was hut one mov- 
ing thing to be seen — a heavy travelling-carriage, 
with its postillions and outriders. 

It was growing late, and the two occupants of the 
carriage, both ladies, were very silent — one asleep, 
and the other thoughtful, as she had good reason to 
be. For the younger lady of the two was Marie de 
St, Croix, and she had come all the way from 
Amsterdam, and was now travelling among the 
downs of Hampshire on her own responsibility 
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entirely. Henri had no idea that she was travelling 
towards him as fast as Sir Thomas Ashton*s horses 
could carry her over the heavy road; and Marie 
herself was not quite sure how he would take it. 
" But he can't complain," she said to herself, with a 
little audacious smile, " since I am only putting his 
own theory into practice." 

Her visit to England had come about rather 
suddenly and unexpectedly to Marie herself. It was 
when on a forenoon visit to the great lady who had 
given the entertainment spoken of in the last chapter 
that she had heard her mention an application which 
she had received from one of her English friends, to 
find a French Protestant governess among the refugees 
who would come to England and undertake the 
charge of one pupil. An idea struck Marie on the 
instant, which she put into execution without allow- 
ing herself time to reflect on it. To her great sur- 
prise and delight, she learned on inquiry that the 
child which she proposed should become her pupil 
was none other than the only child of her brother's 
patron. Sir Thomas Ashton. She further learned 
that he was a widower, and that the lady conducting 
the negotiation was the elder of two sisters who lived 
with him — Mistress Bridget Ashton. This was not 
the one with whom Marie was now travelling towards 
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AshtonManor,buttheyouiiger — Juditb^Lady Milton — 
who was a childless widow, and a very pleasant lady, 
with a certain meek stateliness which became her 
very well. 

Marie's services had been required at once, and she 
had not waited to consult her brothers before taking 
a step which her reason approved, though she well 
knew that it would take a little time to reconcile 
them to the idea of her being a governess. She 
amused herself by picturing Henri's surprise as the 
carriage plunged and jolted along the heavy road 
near their journey's end. Guillaume was still in Ire- 
land, and she did not know where in England the 
Baroness de Bois du Lac and her son had gone, so 
that as yet she had seen none but new faces. 

At length, when Marie was more than half asleep, 
she was roused by the barking of dogs, and almost 
immediately afterwards became aware that they had 
turned into a broad avenue leading up to the house, 
the precise outline of which she could not see, even 
when they stopped in front of it, and were assisted to 
alight by a pompous old butler, and five or six attend- 
ants, all in gorgeous liveries. Mistress Bridget herself 
received them at the top of the stairs, and led them 
into a warm and cheerful drawing-room, where the 
light almost dazzled them after their dark. ride. 
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Then Marie's relationship to the new manager at the 
mill was explained by one sister to the other ; and 
Mistress Bridget kindly promised to send a mes- 
senger to Henri the first thing in the morning, and 
even undertook, with amused though stately appre- 
ciation, that the object of the summons should not 
be revealed to him. Then they dismissed Marie 
with kind good-nights to her room ; and she went to 
bed, and slept more soundly than she had done for 
months. 

When she woke up, it was some time before she 
could remember where she was. She had scarcely 
seen her room by night, and to modem eyes it might 
have appeared somewhat cold and bare; but to 
Marie, fresh from the dismal grandeur of the miserly 
house at Amsterdam, this clean, airy room, with the 
bright cold sunlight shining on fresh chintz, spotless 
white curtams, and luxurious arrangements for wash- 
ing, seemed a paradise. She got out of bed after a 
while, and went to the window to see what was to be 
seen. Her room was on the top story, and looked 
into the rose-garden, where there were not many 
flowers as yet. Beyond that the park sloped away 
down the hill to the village and the river, and in the 
distance Marie saw a blue shimmering line of sea. 

She made haste to dress, wondering what time it 
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was, and whether to remain in her room until some 
one came to call her. She observed now that there 
were two doors to her room, and could not remember 
by which she had entered on the previous night. 
Finally, youthful curiosity overcame her dignity by 
the time she was fully dressed, and she opened the 
door on the right. It led down by two steps into a 
room which Marie had not seen before, but which 
she rightly guessed to be the school-room. It was 
also a cheery, pleasant room, with three deep-seated 
windows looking out into the garden, a bookcase 
containing a moderate amount of books, an embroid- 
ery frame, and a harp. The sight of this last awoke 
the musical instinct in Marie's breast: it was an 
instrument she had been taught to play well in those 
first happy years at Amsterdam. She went eagerly 
forward, and pulling down the cover, drew her hands 
across the instrument, which was in perfect order. 
Forgetting everything, she at once began to play and 
sing, falling unconsciously into the air most familiar 
to her — the song of the Soldiers de St. Croix. As 
usual, the spirit of the song soon carried her away ; 
she sang better and louder, and was not aware that 
some one entered the room until, as her fingers still 
lingered on the strings after she had finished, she 
was roused by a sigh of pleasure behind her. Turn- 
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ing, she beheld a little girl about eight years of age, 
dressed rather primly in white, with soft, shining 
hair and a sweet face, somewhat too pale and finely 
moulded for her years, who gazed at her with great 
wondering blue eyes. 

Marie smiled frankly, and held out her hand; to 
which, however, the little thing only responded by a 
prim little courtesy. " Good-morning, my dear," said 
Marie. " I was so busy singing that I did not hear 
you come in. I suppose you are little Elizabeth 
Ashton, are you not? and I am your new governess." 

" Yes, I am Elizabeth Ashton," answered the child, 
still gazing steadfastly at Marie. " But I like to be 
called Ella best, please." 

"Very well, Ella; and you shall call me Made- 
moiselle Marie. Do you like music, Ella? " 

" Yes, I like music," answered Ella, with the same 
gravity. " But please. Mademoiselle Marie, Aunt 
Bridget sent me to tell you that Monsieur de St. 
Croix is in the parlour, and that she hopes you will 
bid him remain to breakfast." 

At the mention of Henri's name Marie sprung up 
with a cry of joy. "0 Ella, it is my brother! 
Where is the parlour ? " 

" I will show you. Mademoiselle Marie," said Ella ; 
and she flitted out of the room and down the stairs 
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80 quickly and lightly that she kept ahead even of 
Marie's breathless run. Meanwhile Henri was wait- 
ing below in some impatience to know what the good 
ladies could require of him at so early an hour ; and 
when the door opened he turned with a low bow to 
greet Mistress Bridget, but to his utter amazement a 
little figure in white flew straight into his arms, and 
a voice, which he could scarcely believe to be Marie's, 
exclaimed, "0 Henri! my dear, dearest Henri! what 
happiness to see you again ! " 

It would be difficult to describe the scene that 
followed, and how cleverly Marie evaded all discus- 
sion of the terms upon which she was to remain in 
England, in order that no shadow of disagreement 
might cloud their first reunion. 

After breakfast, considerate Mistress Bridget in- 
formed Marie that Ella's lessons would not commence 
until the following Monday, and suggested that she 
might perhaps like to take a walk with her brother. 

Marie never forgot that first English walk with 
Henri. They went down through the rose-garden 
into the park, and after crossing that turned aside 
up one of the gently-rising grass downs common to 
this part of the country. There were not many 
wild-flowers to be found at this season of the year, 
but Marie filled her hands with such as were ; and 
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between gathering flowers and talking eagerly 
to her brother, she did not much observe the way 
they were taking, until they turned to the right and 
found themselves at the south-western extremity of 
the hill. Here it went down in a steep slope for 
some fifty feet ; then it spread itself out into a broad, 
level plateau of the softest green, about an acre in 
extent. From this plateau the further descent was 
long and gradual on either side. In front it ter- 
minated at some distance in a dark belt of forest, 
beyond which there was a narrow line of white sand 
and the far-reaching expanse of sea. Marie ex- 
claimed with delight at the prospect. 

" I am glad you like it," said Henri, in a tone of 
considerable pleasure. " Do you know why I brought 
you here first of all ? " 

"Was it because it was the prettiest view?" said 
Marie, a little puzzled to know what other reason 
there could be. 

" Well, that had something to do with it, certainly ; 
but it was not exactly what I meant. Don't you 
think this would be a good place to build a house, 
Marie?" 

Marie looked at him with a quick flash of intelli- 
gence. " You mean this to be the new St. Croix," 
she said, softly. 
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" I trust so/' answered Henri seriously. '' It was 
the first walk I took myself the first Sunday after I 
came down here, and it struck me directly. Don't 
you think it will do capitally ? " 

" Oh yes, Henri/' said Marie, with a little catch in 
her breath; "but — won't it cost a great deal of 
money ? ^ 

" It is Sir Thomas Ashton's land, and he is the 
most liberal gentleman on the face of the earth/' 
answered Henri, with a little burst of enthusiasm for 
his patron. " I told him all about it when he came 
down here about a month ago ; and he promised to 
give me the site as soon as ever I have saved enough 
to begin to build/' 

" And when do you think that will be ? " queried 
Marie eagerly — a question leading to a somewhat 
lengthy discussion of ways and means. Henri's 
means were not large, but they were already more 
than sufficient for a young man of his frugal habits, 
and would increase with years. He demonstrated, 
with perhaps a little over-confidence, but great satis- 
faction, both to Marie and himself, that in five years' 
time he could reasonably hope to begin the erection 
of a house fit to be called after the name of their 
own home. Before they left the spot he took Marie 
to an almost perpendicular part of the steep upper 
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slope, and putting aside the branches of a solitary 
bramble which hung down over it, he disclosed a 
smooth surface of bare rock, about two yards square. 
On the top was cut, in rather small but deep char- 
acters, " Henri de St. Croix," and a date of some six 
months back. 

"That was the day I first came here," he ex- 
plained. "And now, Marie, you must put yours 
underneath." 

This also took some time, for Henri insisted on its 
being well and carefully done ; but at last Marie L. 
de St. Croix carved the last figure of the date after 
her name, and then the two young people walked 
briskly back to the manor again. 




CHAPTER HL 

A REJECTED SUITOR. 

Ec T took Marie more time and trouble than she 
had anticipated to reconcile Henri to the 
idea of her being a governess, even under 
such favourable conditions as the present 
He argued that it was a very different thing 
from his becoming a partner in the mills; and if it had 
been possible for him to be seriously vexed at any- 
thing which brought himself and his twin -sister 
together again, it might perhaps have been more 
diflScult still. But eventually he agreed that on the 
whole the step had been as wise as it proved to be 
happy; for certainly their present life was very 
pleasant to both of them. Sir Thomas and his sisters, 
viewing all French refugees in the light of heroes and 
martyrs, lost their insular prejudices in the light of 
this stronger recommendation, and made the life of 
the young people more easy than perhaps in other 
cases they might have thought consistent with their 
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dignity. Marie grew very fond of little Ella, who 
was quick at her lessons and docile in her behaviour; 
indeed, Marie thought her almost too much so, and 
rejoiced when, under the influence of the ready sym- 
pathy and the light-hearted gaiety of her youthful 
governess, the child regained more of the impulsive 
merriment of childhood. 

One morning, early in May, Henri hurried up to his 
sister with a piece of intelligence which delighted 
them both extremely. Guillaume had sent to say 
that he had obtained leave of absence from the army 
for some months, and was even now on his way to 
spend the summer with them. They calculated that 
he must arrive very soon after his letter; and from 
that time Marie talked so much of Guillaume that 
even Ella became excited and anxious for his coming, 
and used to propose each day to Marie when they 
went out in the grounds for constitutional exercise, 
that they should walk along the broad avenue which 
led to the highroad, in case they might meet Monsieur 
Guillaume. And in fact it was Ella who, one evening, 
about an hour before supper, rushed upstairs with 
an impetuosity very different from her manner of 
announcing Marie's former brother, exclaiming, — 

" Mademoiselle Marie ! Mademoiselle Marie ! Mon- 
sieur Guillaume is come ; he is downstairs now ! " 
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Marie ran downstairs, but paused for a moment at 
the open door with a little cry of surprise ; for Guill- 
aume had changed during their two years' separation, 
far more than either Henri or herself had done. It 
would have been difficult for any one to recognize the 
somewhat pale and listless Guillaume of old days in 
the erect, mustachioed young fellow, nearly six feet 
in height, and every inch a soldier, who turned at 
Marie's cry, apd lifted her fairly off the ground in 
his strong embrace. Afterwards she found that the 
change was more apparent than real. He was nearly 
as silent as ever; and in spite of his military bearing, 
there was a good deal of graceful languor about him 
still, while his great gray eyes looked out as sleepily 
as ever from imder their long black lashes. Just 
then, however, she had no time to note more than the 
first impression of change ; for she had hardly drawn 
back from her first embrace to look at him more 
fully, when Henri's voice said gladly, "Here is 
another friend, Marie — almost a brother too;" and 
she found her hand clasped in that of Harold van 
Eyck. 

Remembering their last parting, Marie could not 
but feel a little awkward at first; but his kind, 
brotherly manner soon set her at ease, and she be- 
came convinced in bei own. mind that he desired, like 
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herself, no more than that their former intimate foot- 
ing should return. He had also, he said, taken holi- 
days for a month or two, in order to come and see 
them in England ; and on the first stage from London 
had fallen in with Guillaume travelling on the like 
errand. 

There followed a very happy time for the four 
young people. Business was not neglected, and in 
consequence Guillaume and Harold passed much of 
their time together. But though Henri might some- 
times be delayed at the mills, the young men were 
free to join Marie at almost any hour of the day, 
except during the actual lessons; and with the kind 
encouragement of the two ladies, passed a good deal 
of their time at the hall. 

All pleasant things, however, come to an end ; and 
the last day of Harold's stay, which was limited to 
six weeks, had come. The four had been out for a 
longer walk than usual, so that Ella had been left 
behind; and they were now sitting together on what 
they were accustomed to call the Hill de St. Croix, 
underneath the stone to which Guillaume's name had 
been added on his first arrival 

"Well," said Marie, with a sigh, after a longer 
pause than usual in the happy conversation, "I 
must really go back to the manor now. It is grow- 
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ing late, and I promised to be back before supper, as 
the guests are expected to arrive this afternoon." 

" How many of these guests are there, and what 
are their names?" asked Henri. "You have never 
told us anything about them, though they have been 
coming for a week." 

"But I do not know anything about them," an- 
swered Marie. " I only know that they are five in 
number, besides Sir Thomas himself, and that three 
out of the five are French refugees like ourselves. 
I know also that of the five two are ladies and three 
are gentlemen ; but which are French and which are 
English, and what any of their names are, I do not 
know. I never ask Mistress Bridget anything of 
that sort, unless she begins the subject herself, which 
she has not done in the present instance." 

" I am going to walk back with you," said Harold, 
with a slight accent on the personal pronoun, which 
made the two brothers smile at each other, and re- 
sume their seat on the grass, from which they had 
risen as a matter of course when Marie annoimced 
her intention of going home. Marie herself did not 
notice this ; but the next moment she flushed with a 
sudden conviction of what was coming, as she found 
herself descending the hill alone with Harold. How- 
ever, he began by speaking of comparatively indif- 
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f erent matters ; and she began to hope that she was 
mistaken, when they left the park and entered the 
rose-garden. Marie loved that rose-garden more 
than ever, now that it had begun to fill with bud 
and blossom. Every rose was to her another re- 
minder of that distant friend who had left her in 
Amsterdam six silent months ago. She had actually 
gone off into a reverie, when she was roused by a 
change in Harold's voice, which renewed her feeling 
of consternation. 

**I promised I would not tease you, Marie," he 
said abruptly, as they passed between the towering 
rose-bushes ; " and I will not if I can help it. But 
let me ask you once more, before I go away, is there 
no chance at all for me? Can we never be anything 
more than friends?" 

"O Harold, dear Harold, please don't," cried 
Marie. " Indeed, it is no use. I know I never can." 

"Very well," answered Harold, after a moment's 
pause. "Forgive me, Marie; it shall not happen 
agaia I will go back now. Good-bye, Marie." 

He held her hands for a moment. He would 
perhaps have added more, but at that moment Ella 
ran up with her hands full of flowers. 

"O Mademoiselle Marie I" she exclaimed, "the 
people have come already, more than an hour ago. 
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And there were no flowers in the rooms ; but I have 
been putting them. And now I am getting some for 
you." 

Harold had turned away before Ella had finished 
her speech ; and Marie heard the dick of the gate as 
he left the garden. Ella noticed it too, and asked 
wonderingly, "Has Monsieur Harold gone away 
without saying good-bye? And he is going away 
for ever to-morrow. Mademoiselle Marie, may I 
not run after him?" 

Marie gave her consent without quite knowing 
what she said, and ran upstairs to indulge in a few 
tears in her bedroom, imtil Ella's voice outside re- 
minded her that she must dress and go downstairs, 
or her absence would be remarked. She hurried 
with her toilet accordingly, and came downstairs, feel- 
ing rather nervous at the prospect of meeting some 
of her fellow-countrymen. The great doors of the 
drawing-room stood open, and she observed that 
it had been brilliantly lighted up in honour of the 
new arrivals. Just opposite the door a particularly 
graceful and striking figure was thrown into strong 
relief by the heavy crimson folds of one of the win- 
dow curtains. It was that of a tall, handsomely- 
dressed woman, evidently young, though the face 
was turned away from Marie, in animated attention 
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to one of the gentlemen guests. A sense of some- 
thing familiar to her struck Marie as she looked at 
this figure; and then she perceived that the new- 
comer's hair was exactly of the same peculiar tawny 
hue that she had never seen before on any one but 
Leonore. The next moment the stranger turned 
and stood, in the full glare of light, just opposite to 
her. It was Leonore herself. 

Marie stood motionless on the threshold with sur- 
prise, and before she could advance further, there was 
an exclamation from Leonore — a cry of "Marie! 
dearest Marie ! " and the dignified young Comtesse de 
Villeneuve surprised every one present by rushing 
across the room to clasp Marie in her arms. 

A confusion of greetings and explanations followed, 
and the benevolent ladies of the house were delighted 
to find what a pleasant surprise they had unwittingly 
prepared for their pet and proUg4, The two young 
ladies, clinging fondly to one another, retired at a very 
early hour, ostensibly to rest ; but as Ella pathetically 
remarked the next morning that she had been waked 
up in the middle of the night by some one laughing 
in mademoiselle's room, it is to be conjectured that 
they exchanged a good deal of information before 
separating. Leonore's was rather an eventful relation 
of numerous adventures in France, ending at length in 
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the exertion of powerful family interest on her behalf, 
which secured her quiet dismissal from the shot^s of 
France, with a sufficient income from the immense 
revenues she had forfeited to tnaintisiin herself and 
ah old lady who accompanied her in this ieapJlbity of 
chaperon; 
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AH EVENTFUL DAT. 

AS -tPave follows w&v&, so interest sncceeds to 
interest in most healthy yoiing lives. The 
* delightful and conatant sulpriBe of having 
Leonore with her Ekgain put Harold and bia 
disappoihtmeilt so mucb out tff Marie's head, 
that Vhen it did occur to her she was half 
inclined to reproach herself With ingratitude and 
want of feeling. Yet; in Spite of this tranHieut recol- 
lection, and of others which perhaps crossed her a little 
t6o often fot perfect peac^ Of mind; those summer 
days were among the happiest thdt she had ever 
spent It was stich lovely weather; for one thing; 
Hot like an English siunmer; aA Henri once uncon- 
sciously ahnoyed Mistress Bridget a little 1^ saying, 
Ella's few lessons onb^ conscientiously acbonlplished, 
the two friends Usied to sit in the rdae-garden with 
the child till Guillfttime, aUd later on Henri, used to 
joiii them after the nOondiiy itietd; &nd then, if it 
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were not too hot, some walk or expedition was often 
organized, which, after the departure of the other 
guests, was often carried out only by a happy quar- 
tette, in fact ; for though Madame d' Argent, Leonore's 
companion, and little Ella started with them, these 
two, who were very fond of one another, often sat 
down together to wait while Leonore and Marie and 
the two brothers wandered along the shore or hunted 
through the woods together, laughing over the pre- 
sent and the old time. 

Midsummer-day was Ella's birthday, and had been 
fixed for a longer excursion than usual. Madame 
d' Argent would not accompany them, but of course 
Ella would ; only, as the walk would have been too 
much for her, the pony which conveyed their lunch 
was to mount her also upon its back. 

The day before,Marieand Ella were in the rose-garden 
with Guillaume, waiting for Henri. Leonore had gone 
off with Lady Milton to inspect the strawberry-beds ; 
and Mistress Bridget and Madame d' Argent sat together 
at their embroidery in the shaded drawing-room. 
Guillaume was even more silent than usual that day; 
and Ella, who generally preferred him to his elder 
brother, grew tired of his monosyllabic replies to her 
chatter, and said she should go and watch for Henri. 
She ran off accoTdmg\y,\^«i,v\i\igthe brother and sister 
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alone under the luxuriant rose-trees, whose falling 
petals settled on the grass in thick drifts like snow- 
wreaths, or flecked Marie's pretty white dress with 
crimson. The rich air was full of their fragrance: 
perhaps that oppressed Guillaume, Marie thought, as he 
leaned back on the grass in his old position, with his 
eyes half shut. Marie, with her fingers deep among 
the rose-leaves in her lap, had gone oflT into a reverie 
on her own account, and was almost startled when he 
said suddenly, "Marie, I want to ask you something." 

" Yes, Guillaume," answered Marie, turning a ques- 
tioning gaze upon her brother. But he had not moved 
or opened his eyes; and when he spoke again, it was 
with an effort. 

"Marie, do you think it is an utterly impossible 
idea to try and make her love me — Leonore? I 
know," he added, as Marie sat for a moment in dis- 
mayed silence, " that it would not be right even to 
try for it yet. I must have something more than a 
heart and a name to offer her j but other things may 
come. And I love her so, Marie ! " 

" Guillaume, Guillaume!" cried Marie, finding her 
speech at last. " Oh, how dreadful that it should 
have happened so !" 

Guillaume sat bolt upright now, and fixed his great 
eyes in piercing entreaty on his sister. "What do 
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you mean, Marie?" he exclaimed. "Tell me th^ 
worst at once ! Do you know ?— has she told you ?" 

" No, no ! " cried Marie, fighting wilii the quick- 
coming tears ; " I know nothing aljout h^r. Put, 
Guillaume ! Henri sai4 ^^^ same things to me only 
last night." 

There was dead silence for a few moments. Guill- 

position, and Marie was crying quietly. At length, 
while Marie was still thinking what to say, Guillaume 
spoke first. 

" It's all right then, Marie," he said quietly, but in 
a stifled voice. " You need only forget tha^ I l^ave 
spoken at all on the subject." 

" But it is not all right for you," answered H^arie, 
through her tears. " And how can I forget it ? What 
can I do for you, dearest Guillaume ? " 

"Don't mind itj more than you can help," he 
answered at once. " JiCt m^ at least have the com- 
fort of knowing that I have hipij no pne b^t myself 
by my folly; and above all, Marie,"- he continued, 
sitting up again, and speaking almost fiercely, " not a 
word to Henri. Let it remain an absolute secret. I 
know," he added wistfully, " it is hard to ask you to 
keep a secret from Henri; but it is for his sake, 
Marie. You will promise ? " 
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Marie promised ; and then was not i^^rprised tjiat 
Quillavime ^os^ and walked away as Leonoria and 
Henri eaiue up one of the grassy "^alks together, 
followed by Lady Miltx)n ^nd Ella. She herself ht^ 
no heart just then for the merry ^i^cv^^s^p^ "wjiich 
followed on the best way pf securing thp i^orrqi^*?. 
pleasure, and slipped a^yay as soqn as sl^e could. 

Before Marie a^oke the n^xj; piqrning shp hafl a 
quaint dif eam. She dreapa^ ^hat sh^ f^pd Yi[ctor -^f^rere 
sef^ted hand in hand upon a gqlden cloud, on wl^iph 
t]iej were sailing over the sea, w]\\l^ ^ittl^ cl^erubs 
pfieppd out of the sky, laughing w^^^lp they showered 
dqwn roses upon then]|. And then sl^e awp^f ^ tp find 
that the room was full of morning sunlight, and t^iat 
Ella, not unlike a cherub with her "^hj^e 4ress and 
flpating fair hair, was sitting on the l^ed and pelting 
Marie from a lapful of fifeshly-gAther^d ^ps^s, whi^e 
she cried out, — 

" Madepxoiselle Marie ! lifademoiselle Ma^'ie I wa^cei 
up. It's nearly by^akfast-tiu^e— fiaid j^'s ^y birth^^ay 
•nrrand it's such a lovely mpipiii^— and t^^ a|r is full 
of roses and shaken with birds singing— and tl[9 svm- 
light is kissing the sea till it lavghs all over its face 
-r:and you can see it from here if you pnly sii< v^p." 

All this speech was pvinctuated witli^ rpcj and ifv^liite 
roses, which she flung at Marie alternately, flnt^ t^^g 



828 AN EVENTFUL DAY. 

end, when she gathered up all that remained into 
her little hands, and flung them also over her gover- 
ness. It wa^ impossible to remain melancholy under 
the influence of such a greeting. Marie jumped out 
of bed and carried Ella to the window, where the dis- 
tant sparkle of the sunlight on the sea fully justified 
the child's poetical description. 

Guillaume and Henri were to breakfast at the 
manor ; and when they arrived, Marie's anxious eyes 
failed to detect any change in Guillaume's manner. 
She noticed, during the expedition, that he gave Ella 
more of his attention than usual ; but that might 
be set down to the consideration of its being her 
birthday. 

They went along the sea-shore for some time, and 
then entered the forest, where the cool shade was 
most refreshing, as it was already growing hot. They 
wandered about in the woods till they were tired, and 
then chose a suitable spot for their picnic, by the 
side of a rushing stream. After that they sat sing- 
ing and talking together, as they had so often done 
in France. 

" Do you know," said Marie, at length, " what this 
little bit of the wood reminds me of ? It is very like 
that place where we all rested the night after we first 
met Leonore." 
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" What ! the night of the burning of the convent! " 
said Leonore, with a little shudder. " Yes, that was 
a dreadful night's work, though I have reason to be 
glad of it too. But is it not strange ? I met another 
of the actors in that scene in London this spring. Do 
you remember the young man who did all he could 
to restrain the mob, and who got up on the balcony 
to help the children down ? " 

" Yes," answered all three at once. 

" WeU, he was a gentleman who had to leave the 
country also very soon afterwards; and now he is in 
England with his mother." 

" How curious that you should have met him," said 
Henri. " What is his name ? " 

" Monsieur le Baron de Bois du Lac. His father is 
dead." 

Marie looked up with a start and a blush, and then 
was relieved to find that no one had noticed it. 
Henri exclaimed, — 

" Monsieur de Bois du Lac! Why, Marie, that must 
be the son of your friend at Amsterdam. Did you 
know they had come to England ? " 

" Yes; they left just before I did," said Marie; " but 
I did not know where they were. Did you say they 
are living in London, Leonore ? " 

" I don't know if he was living there," said Leon- 
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ore, indifferently ; " I only saw him twice, and don't 
know what he was (^pir^g in London." 

Marie busied herself again with the wreath "^bich 
she was tying up f of Ella, and £|lloyred the conversa- 
tion to drift away to other subjects. By-£(nd-by she 
remarked that she thougl^^ i^ was time to b»e going 
home ; and finding that it wfi^s past four o'clqck, th^ 
whole party began leisurely to ret^ape th^ir steps. 

It was a little late when they reached t^e Dfianor, 
and Mistress Bridget was starf^ing on tl^e steps 
looking a little anxiously for E]]e^. Satisfied at ox\^e 
by the child's merry laugh and unexcited eyes that 
she was not too tired, sh^ kisse(i[ l^er f oi^^^y as she 
bade her nm indoors, and then held out a packet 
to Henri, saying,r-T 

" A youth brought this here for you from Harmin- 
ster, Master de St. Croix, saying that it had beep left 
by the last mail." 

" A letter for you, Henri ! " exclaimed Marie, with 
pardonable curiosity about an event sq rar^ " Who 
can be writing to you ? " 

"It is from Amsterdam^perhaps from Harold," 
said Henri, effectually silencing his sister by the un- 
conscious remark. " Come down to the rose-garden, 
and let us read it together ; it is still light enough." 

Mistress Bridget had already gone witl^ EUa into 
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the house, and Leonore followed them in spite of a 
somewhat wistful look from Henri; but the other 
three walked down to the rose-garden together, and 
sat down on a rustic bench where the late sunlight 
still lingered. 

There were two or three enclosures in the letter, 
but it was not long in itself. It was a brief and 
formal announcement of the death of Herr van der 
Hulst, and of the fact that he had left his whole 
fortune to Henri de St. Croix. Henri read the letter 
aloud, and laid it down, and then there was silence for 
two or three minutes. 

Marie spoke first. " Poor Herr van der Hulst," 8]ie 
said, softly. 

"He did not have much pleasure in his wealth, 
certainly," said Guillaume; and then none of the three 
knew exactly what to say next. Marie slipped her 
hand into Henri's and clasped it tight; she wanted to 
sympathize with what she knew must be his first 
thought, yet did not wish to pain her other brother. 
That thought was in Guillaume's mind too; but what 
he said presently was, "You will be able to begin 
building at once, Henri." 

" I hope so," said Henri, with a fresh light in his 
eyes. "But let us see what the other papers say. 
HeTP is one froTr> Harold, after £|»11." 
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Harold strove to urge strongly that Henri should 
come over in person to claim his inheritance at once. 
It would save a good deal of expense and some 
difficulty ; and in case Henri had not by him sufficient 
ready money for the journey, he enclosed a draft on 
one of the London houses with which they had busi- 
ness dealings. 

" Shall you go^ Henri ? " asked Marie. 

"Yes, I think I must," answered Henri, gravely. 
"It need not take so very long either; I could be 
back here again in a month." 

"There is Leonore with Lady Milton on the 
terrace !" exclaimed Marie ; " let us go and tell them, 
Henri." 

Henri and Marie went off for the purpose of doing 
so, but Guillaume remained where he was; and 
seeing this, Marie came softly back, and put her hand 
on his shoulder. The lad — ^he was barely twenty — 
looked up in her face with a brave smile that was 
yet a little sad on so yoimg a face. 

" Do you know, Marie," he said, " I think I shall 
go too — with Henri." 

" Would you rather, Guillaume ? " asked Marie, 
with tender comprehension. 

"Yes — being a coward," said Guillaume, a little 
bitterly, " I am afraid — I might betray myself 
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during the month, and so cast a shadow over their 
happiness." 

"Will you come back with him then?" asked 
Marie. 

** I don't know," he answered, with a slight shiver. 
" I think — I have thought more than once lately — 
that I shall go and find Louis." 

*' Louis !'* said Marie, with a start. " Guillaume ! 
but is it safe ? " 

"Yes; the country is quiet enough now," said 
Guillaume ; " and no one will know me for a De St. 
Croix unless I announce the fact." 

In fact, matters were thus arranged; and not 
many days after Ella's birthday the two brothers 
departed — Henri promising to return as soon as 
possible, and Guillaume saying nothing. 




CHAPTER V: 

WOOED AND WON. 

two months Henri came back to the manor, 
but without Guillaume: During this time 
Leonore had more than once spoken of 
leaving the manor ; but the kind old ladies, 
who rejoiced in the youth and brightness 
which their own benevolence Had brought around 
them, would not hear of such a proposal So, 
though it was almost more than he had dared to 
expect, Henri did not miss the face for which he had 
grown to look first of all on that evening of his 
arrival. During his absence a fresh arrangement 
had been made about the mills. Henri was still, at 
his own request, to keep the general superintendence 
in his own hands ; but he had brought with him a 
French refugee of inferior rank and position to his 
own, who had had some experience in the manufacture 
of paper in France, and was perfectly competent to 
611 his place in all otVier T^^ecta. 
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He went dbwn the next morning in order to intro- 
duce the new-comer, who spoke English very badly, 
to the premises and people; but he came back in time 
to have & long talk with Marib bief ore the mid-day 
meal, and the osteiisible ifesult bf that ivas a diffident 
request to Leonore afterwards that ishe would comfe 
tound to the irose-garden with him: 

Meanwhile Marie, after asbertaining that "EHi was 
safe and happy with her aiints, weiit out for a 
solitary walk. She crossed the park, and went on 
along the down to the Hfll de St. Croix, where the 
building was almost immediately to be commenced. 
She sat down hefe to rest, feeling a little lonely and 
sad, she scarcely kiiew why. She thought of 
Guiilatiine, aiid wbhderbd Vhat he was doing; she 
thought oi Louis, and wondered if Guilliume would 
fiild him ; shb thought ot Harold, but turned away 
from that thought at oiics. Thian slie thought of 
Victor; and when she hjtd once begiin oh that 
subject, shb fell ihto a reverie which lasted a very 
long tirlie — ^lisusted till she ^as roused by footsteps on 
the gritisii tehitid her. Shei thought it was Henri, 
and s^nilig ti^ to iideet him, jiutting biit rx)th hands 
with an impulsiVb gesWre of wblcoine M the news 
she expbcted tb nbar. Btit they wbre not Btenri's 
haiids whibh took hidii, not &6nri's ftrm^ in which 
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she suddenly found herself clasped tight, nor his 
voice which murmured, "Marie, my friend, I have 
come back. We have found each other again." 

When Henri and Leonore did come to the Hill de 
St. Croix, more than an hour afterwards, she did not 
hear their footsteps till they stood before her, expect- 
ing what they found ; for Victor had learned Marie's 
whereabouts from them. And before they went 
back — rather late-^to the manor, two more names 
had been added to those on Henri's stone. 

About the same time of that year another scene 
was taking place in France. It was a still, golden 
afternoon in August, when a man on foot and alone, 
Guillaume de St. Croix, in fact, drew near the town 
where, nearly seven years ago, his little brother, 
then a child of that age, had been left. His heart 
beat with mingled feelings as he left the highroad 
and drew near the house by the well-remembered 
back way across the fields. So far his journey had 
been performed in tolerable safety. Once he had been 
in danger of being arrested for a spy ; another time 
sundry indications of a hostile spirit had led him to 
leave a certain town by night instead of waiting for 
the day ; but the country was tolerably quiet now, 
and it was not difficult to avoid getting into trouble. 
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But be had not been able to hear any tidings as 
yet of the baker and his adopted son, and trembled 
to think how much might have happened in the 
interval. He crossed the last field very slowly, and 
lingered on the narrow plank which crossed the 
stream, looking up through the orchard at the house. 
It was all just the same — -just as he remembered it. 
There were the twisted old apple-trees, with their 
burden of scarcely-ripened fruit drooping over the 
long, rank grass ; the narrow path leading up to the 
old brick house, with its quaintly-latticed windows, 

its bright geraniums and hollyhocks below, and the 

« 

same atmosphere of rest and stillness about it all. 
Even the very cat was there in her old place, as she 
dozed on the threshold in the sunlight. He looked 
up at the window where he had last seen his little 
brother's golden hair and waving handkerchief, and 
almost expected to see these too. And, indeed, as he 
looked he started back in surprise that was almost 
consternation ; for the lattice was opened from within, 
a slender arm clad in gray shook something white 
out of the window, and the sunlight gleamed for an 
instant on a golden head. While he still gazed, 
unable to trust his senses, the door below opened, 
and a slight boyish figure in gray came out into the 
sunlight and down the path towards Guillaume. 



838 WOOED AND WOK. 

It was Louis. Guillaume saw that at once, and 
yet shrunk back with a nervous dread of the inter* 
view. Louis, with his quick, light tread, had come 
close to the plank before he saw that any one stood 
there, and then he only looked up with puzzled blue 
eyes. 

"Don't you know me, Loxiis?** said Guillaume, 
after that moment of embarrassed silence. Louis 
was in his arms aknost before he had finished 
speaking. 

"Guillaume! Guillaume!" he cried— "O Guill- 
aume, I knew you would come some day ! *' 




CHAPTER VL 

THE NEW ST. OBOIX. 

you will not come with me, Louis?" said 
Guillaume. 
The two brothers were lying underneath 
apple-tree, a few days after Guillaume's 
arrival, and they had been deep in conver- 
sation for the last hour. 

" You know how much I should like it," answered 
the boy. " To be a soldier — ^and with you. But I 
cannot, Guillaume. I do not think it right." 

Guillaume moved restlessly. " I think you take 
rather an exaggerated view of your duty," he said. 
" After all, these people — " 

" Have been like a father and mother to me for 
seven years," put in Louis, quietly. " And should 1 
desert them now, when they really need me, and 
when I am begiiming to be of use?" 

" But have you considered how it is to end?" ex- 
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postulated Guillaume. "They may want you for 
the next ten or twenty years even ; and what will 
you be fit for after that? Certainly that good curd 
has kept up your education very well so far, but he 
cannot teach you everything a gentleman ought to 
know. . And consider the dulness of it, too — ^to live 
the best part of your life in one place, and to divide 
your time between the baker's shop and the organ 
in a Roman Catholic church, I wonder, myself, how 
you can reconcile that last occupation with your con- 
science." 

Louis flushed. " I don't think our father would 
have thought it wrong," he said. " It does not keep 
me from our own services ; and it is the only plea- 
sure that I have." 

The admission came out unconsciously, but it 
touched Guillaume none the less for that. " How is 
all to end ? " he repeated, almost savagely. 

" God knows ! " answered Louis. " Don't be angry, 
dear Guillaume ; I think this must be his way." 

" I suppose you are right," said Guillaume, with 
that restless movement again ; " and I will not make 
it harder for you. But it seems hard to find you 
only to lose you again." 

" Not quite that," said Louis, bravely ; " we shall 
be able to send to esbck Q>t\\«t now and then. And 
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when the new English St. Croix is built, I must come 
and see it, even if I do not stay there." 

m m m m m 

Louis did come to England in the following year, 
when the building of St. Croix was finished. But 
there was something else to celebrate besides that. 
On a June day, and in the manor, Henri and Marie 
were married to Leonore and Victor; and before 
that day none of the family had slept in the new 
home, which had been finished and furnished for 
some weeks. Wedding journeys were not in fashion 
then, and no one thought it strange that Henri should 
take his young wife quietly to their new home ; but 
every one thought it rather odd that, at his own 
special request, not only Marie and her husband but 
the two younger brothers should go home with him 
also, and that they should all spend the evening 
together. But it was Henri's great wish that, since 
it could be, they should all sleep for the first time 
under the roof of the new home, and the others 
agreed with pleasure. They were to go their sepa- 
rate ways on the morrow, perhaps never again to 
meet all together under that roof, but at least they 
would begin together. 

Just before sunset they all came out in front of 
the house, and stood together upon the broad ^ras& 
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terrace. Behind them was the cream-coloured stone 
building, from the centre of which a tall square 
tower rose up into the blue sky. From the four 
comers of the tower sprung four graceful flying but- 
tresses, which upheld a tall stone cross. On each of 
the buttresses was engraven a name: — Louis — ^Marie 
— ^Aurfele — Gabriel. 

" Let us sing our old song again before we go in," 
said Henri. 

They joined hands, and sang it standing. Once 
or twice the voices trembled, but they grew strong 
towards the end, and the concluding chorus rung out 
grandly on the still evening air. Then they stood 
and watched the sun sink, till only its last ray fell 
upon the uplifted cross. 



THE END. 
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TRUE RICHES ; or. Wealth Without Wings. "BjT.^ Arthur. 
Illustrated. Post 8to, cloth. Price 28. 

AUNT MARTHA'S CORNER CUPBOARD. A Story-book for 
Little Boys and Qirls. By ICary and Elizabsth Kirbt. With upwards 
of Forty Engravings. Post 8to, doth. Price 2s. 6d. 

LITTLE SNOWDROP AND HER OOLDBN CASKET. By the 
Anthor of " Little Haiel, the King's Messenger," &c. With Colonred Fron- 
tispiece and Vignette. Post Svo, cloth. Prloe 2s. 6d. 

UNDER THE OLD OAKS; or, Won by Love. By the Author of 
*' Little Basel, the King's Messenger," &c With Coloured Frontispieoe and 
Vignette. Post Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

LITTLE HAZEL, THE KINGPS MESSENGER. By the Author 
of "Little Snowdrop and her Golden Casket," &e. With Coloured Frontia- 
piece and Vignette. Post 8to, doth. Price 2b. 6d. 

THE STORY OF A HAPPY HOME ; or. The Children's Tear, 
ajid How they Spent It. By Mart Howitt. Post Svo, cloth. 
Price 2s. 6d. 

LIZZIE HEPBURN ; or. Every Cloud has a Silver T lining. With 
Foot Illustrations printed in Colours. Post 8to, cloth. Price 28. 6d. 

GRACE ELLIOT ; or. To Seem and To Be. Foolscap 8to, cloth. 
Price 28. 6d. 

FATHER'S COMING HOME. A Tale for the Young. By the Author 
of " Village Missionaries," &c. With Seven Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth. 
Price 2s. 

THE STORY OP LITTLE ROBINSON OP PARIS; or. The 
Triumphs of Industry^ Translated from the French by Lucr 
Landon. Illustrated. Foolscap Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 

WATCH— WORK— WAIT. A Story of the Battle of Life. By Saraa 
Myers. Foolscap Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 

GOOD OUT OP EVIL. A Tale for Children. By Mrs. Sitrr, Author 
of "Sea Birds, and the Story of their Lives," &o. With Thirty-two Illus- 
trations by GiAooMELLi. Post Svo, doth, gilt edges. Price 2s. 

EMILY HERBERT ; or, The Happy Home. By Ma&ia MIntosh, 
Author of " Praise and Principle," &c. Boyal 18mo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

WOODRUFF; or. Sweetest when Crushed. A Tale for the Young. 
By AoMss VxiTOH. Boyal 18mo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

SIMPLE SKETCHES. By the Bev. Johk Todd. Illustrated. Royal 
18mo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
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BY W. H. G. KINGSTON. 

IN THE EASTERN SEAS ; or, The BegrioxiB of the Bird of 
Paradise. A Tale for B078. With One Hundred and Eleven lUnstra- 
tions. C^own 8to, cloth, richly gilt. Price 6b. 

IN THE WHjDS op AFBIOA. With Sixty-six Illustrations. CJrown 
8to, doth, richly gilt. Price 6s. 

ROUND THE WORLD. A Tale for Boys. With Fifty-two Engravings. 
Ctown 8to, cloth extra. Price 5s. 

OLD JACK. A Sea Tale. With Sixty Engravings. Grown 8vo, cloth extra. 
Price 6s. 

MY FIRST VOYAOB TO SOUTHERN SEAS. With Forty-two 
Engravings. Grown 8vo, doth extra. Price 6s. 

THE SOUTH SEA WELALER. A Story of the Loss of the CTiamjpion, 
and the Adventures of her Grew. With Thirty Engravings. Ctawn 8vo, 
doth extra. Price 6s. 

SAVED FROM THE SEA; or, The Loss of the "Viper," and 
the Adventures of her Crew in the Desert of Sah€u:*a. 
With Thirty-two Engravings. Grown 8vo, doth extra. Price Ss. 

THE YOUNG RAJAH. A Story of Indian Life and Adventure. With 
Forty-four Engravings. Grown 8vo, cloth. Price 6s. 

THE WANDERERS ; or. Adventures In the Wilds of Trinldeul 
and up the Orinoco. With Thirty-one Engravings. Grown 8vo, cloth. 
Price 6s. 

TWICE LOST. A Story of Shipwreck, and Adventure in the Wilds of 
Australia. With Forty-six Engravings. Grown 8vo, doth. Price 68. 

THE YOUNG LLANERO. A Story of War and Wild Life in Venezuela. 
With Forty-four Engravings. Grown Svo, doth. Price 6s. 

IN THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS. A Tale of Adventure. With Forty- 
one Engravings. Post Svo, cloth. Price 8s. 6d. 

IN NEW GRANADA; or, Heroes and Patriots. A Tale for Boys. 
With numerous Engravings. Post 8vo, doth. Price 8s. 6d. 



THE HOUSEHOLD EDITIONS. 

THE LIFE AND STRANGE ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON 
CRUSOE, OF yore:, mariner. Written by Himself. Care- 
fully Beprinted from the Original Edition. With an Introductory Memoir 
of Danid De Foe, a Memoir of Alexander Selkirk, an Account of Peter 
Serrano, and other Interesting Additions. Illustrated with upwards of 
Seventy Engravings by Kbklbt Halswellk. With a Portrait of De Foe, 
a Map of Grusoe's Island, De Foe's Tomb, Facsimiles of Original Title- 
Pages, &c., &c. Grown 8vo, cloth extra. Price 8s. 6d. 

THE SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON; or. Adventures of a Ship- 
wrecked Family on a Desolate Island. Unabridged. With 
upwards of Three Hundred Engravings. Grown 8vo, cloth extra. Price 8s. 6d. 
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WOEKS BY DE. HODGE, PEINOETON. 
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8YSTEMATI0 THEOLOGY. By the Ute Chablxb Hodox, D.D., Pxo- 
fessor in the Theological Seminary, Princeton, New Jersey. Three Vols. 
Boyal 8to. Price £2, 28. Index YoL, Ss. 6d. extra. 

" The comprehensiveness and lucidity of this work make it an inTaloable 
book of reference to every student of Biblical Theology. If we were called 
to name any living writer who, to Calvin's exegetical tact, unites a large 
measure of Calvin's grasp of mind and transparent clearness in the depart- 
ment of systematic theology, we should point to this Princeton Professor. 
He possesses, to use the words of an English critic, the power of seizing and 
retaining wittx a rare vigour and tenacity the great doctrinal toming-points 
in a controversy; while he is able to expose with triumphant dexteri^ the 
various subterfuges under which it has been sought to elude them.** 



COMPANION VOLUME TO "8Y8TEMATI0 THEOLOGY." 

THB CHI7BCH AND ITS POLITY. By the late Chablks Hodok, 
D.D. Boyal 8vo, doth. Price 12s. 6d. 

ComxNTS.— Idea of the Church— Theories of the Church — ^Visibility of 
the Church— Perpetuity of the Church— Principles of Christian Union — Pro- 
vince of the Church— Belation of the Church and State — ^Presbyterianism— 
The Church of England— The Presbytery— The Qeneral Assembly, &o., &c. 



PRINCETON SERMONS. By the late Cha&lxs Hodos, D.D. One 
Volume, Royal 8vo. 890 pages. Price 10s. 

This remarkable Work consists of Outlines of Two Hundred and Forty- 
nine Sermons delivered at Princeton Theological Seminary on Sabbath 
afternoons. 



NEW EDITION, RE-WRITTEN AND ENLARGED. 

OUTLINES OP THEOLOGY. By the Eev. A. A. Hodok, D.D., Prince- 
ton. One Volume, Boyal 8vo, cloth. 678 pages. Price 10s. 

" Since the first publication of this book, the evidences of the fact that it 
met a public need have been multiplying. Its sale in Great Britain and 
America has continued. It has been translated into Welsh and Modem 
Greek, and used in several theological training-schools. It is again offered 
to the Christian Church, not as a complete treatise of Systematic Theology, 
for the use of the proficient, but as a simple Text-Book, adapted to the needs 
of students taking their first lessons in this great science, and to the con- 
venience of many earnest workers who wish to refresh their memories by 
means of a summary review of the ground gone over by them in their 
earlier studies."— ^ut/ior's Pr^ace. 



T. NEUBON A31T> 801JS, 1.0^I>0«, «l>l»WJ^n.1B., MS:Y> -S:^ X^^^. 



